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AUTHOR'S NOTE 


SOME people have criticised parts of my previous books 
dealing 
with the skinhead problem and, | believe, some teachers 
have 
suggested that they are less than helpful. 


What is the criterion of right or wrong? Surely the readers 
of 
SKINHEAD and SUEDEHEAD are equally entitled to express 
choice! 


From many letters received, | have reached one 
conclusion - the 
teachers are out of touch with their pupils. Morality is not 
justa 
platform issue. It is a living part of this great experience we 
Call 
growing old. Teenagers, today, are not governed by middle- 
age 
thinking! Nor do they fail to see through hypocrisy. 
Regardless of 
what those in power like to believe, the days of the 
whitewash and 
the brainwash have gone forever. 


The place to challenge teenage rights is in the clubroom, 
a 
discotheque, a football special. Face-to-face talking, 
without the 
strictures of classroom or courtroom. Old fashioned 
attitudes anda 


"thou shalt not" bigotry only confirm teenage views that 
speaking to 

adults is a complete waste of precious time. And the young 
find time. 

a very valuable possession. Don’t misunderstand me. | am 
not in the 

business of telling authority how to conduct itself. | am 
speaking as 

an individual with experience in dealing with the teenage 
mind. Far 

be it for me to instruct educationalists and others in what 
book 

should, or should not, be placed on the selected 
examination list. | 

do, however, believe that modern writers of stature are 
more 

important in the beginning than the classical masters. 


In the final judgement it is up to the individual. The voting 
age has 
been lowered. Authority admits that young people are 
reaching 
"thinking age" much earlier than ever before. So, to my 
fans, read 
on. Enjoy the freedoms of self-determination. Decide for 
yourselves. 
Nobody is twisting your arm to buy my book, but nobody 
should 
decide for you what is, or is not, your scene... 


Richard Allen, Devon. 
1972. 


CHAPTER ONE 


BRIAN almost hit the roof when he opened his Sunday 
newspaper. 
There, spread across page two, was the story of Joe 
Hawkins’ escape 
from prison. And the reporter certainly loathed Joe. Not a 
decent 
word. Not a mitigating circumstance. Just strung-together 
paragraphs telling a gullible public what a menace Joe 
really was and 
bow "criminals" like him should be condemned to maximum 
security 
institutions for life. 


"The bloody-minded bastard!" Brian shouted as he flung 
the paper 
at me. 

| had to agree. Completely. Joe was a tearaway, a product 
of an 
area that gave no quarter and asked for less. But, 
regardless of his 
sins, Joe was still one of us an ex-skinhead. No better, no 
worse 
than a few thousand kids enjoying the outside freedoms. 


Something within me glowed. | was glad Joe had escaped. 
If he 
ever reached our flat he’d be welcome. Not that anybody 
would ever 
find the flat appealing. It was more than we could afford, all 
we 


could get. We had gone after the council and the landlord to 
do 

something about the squalid conditions we were expected 
to live in, 

without a grain of success. What we had was a tatty living 
room, a 

filthy kitchen and a bedroom that stank of damp. Nothing 
we did 

made the place look better. 


"| wonder if Joe will try to contact his old mates?" Brian 
asked. 


"He'd be stupid if he did," | replied and handed the 
newspaper 
back. "The fuzz will keep a sharp look out round here for 
him." 


"I suppose . . ."Brian scratched his chin. "I’m hungry, 
what’s for 
nosh?" 


The thought of cooking in the kitchen put me off what | 
fancied 
most - bacon and eggs. With fried bread. Not that there was 
any 
bread left. The rats had gobbled the part-loaf I’d forgotten 
to store 
in the box last night. That was another complaint we had 
with this 
flat - the rats! 


Brian noticed how | reacted and grinned. "Want to go 
down to 
Ferdie’s?" 


"You bet!" | ditched my nightdress and stood starkers as 
Brian got 
an eyeful. It did me good having him lust after me. We’d 
been 


married seven months and he still enjoyed studying my 
body. | often 

told him he acted like an excited lecher who'd been 
stranded on an 

unpopulated island for ten years. 


"Brazen bitch!" He folded the newspaper, deliberately 
rubbed his 
palms along his jeans. 


"No!” | shouted and hurried into the bedroom. Food was 
uppermost in my mind. We’d had enough of the other last 
night. 


| dressed quickly, the damp filling my nostrils with it’s 
cloying, 
sickening stench. God, how | wanted to find another place 
and shake 
the dirt of this one from my itching feet. 


Brian didn’t bother to shave. Weekends, he always said, 
were for 
relaxation and getting back to nature. Essentially, that 
meant 
screwing me and going to football. 


We were still discussing Joe’s escape bid when we entered 
Ferdie’s 
café. Ron Goodchild sat in a comer with cold beans on toast 
before 
him, the newspaper lying beside this. He looked miserable 
as 
yesterday in the shop. You know the feeling - bored, wild, 
wanting 
to lash out at everybody and anything. 


Ferdie grinned like a Greek should and wiped his dirty 
hands ona 
stained apron. His apologetic English sounded obscene this 
morning 


but | put that down to my frustrations. Sunday morning 
breakfast 

- should be a shared experience in the comforts of one’s 
home. Not 

a public spectacle in a sloppy Greek caff. 


Brian ordered what the doc had advised - bacon, eggs, 
fried bread, 
tea. At Ferdie’s prices we could afford to splurge! 


"Joe’s out," Ron said to start the conversation. He looked 
worried. 


"Hope he makes it," Brian remarked. 
"If he comes to you, Ron - will you help him?" | asked. 


Ron’s face lengthened even more. The whole East End’s 
woes 
hung on his expression. "Christ, Joan - ain’t | got enough 
grief 
without havin’ Joe on me neck?" 


| sympathised but not convincingly. Ron’s mother had him 
by the 
cobblers. She was one of those demanding old biddies with 
a 
penchant for clinging to her only son whilst spending every 
penny he 
made in the boozer. Other blokes cut loose from women like 
her. 
But not Ron. He wanted to be one of the boys yet 
something inside 
him made him a half-mother’s softie. 


"You're in a helluva mess, Ron," | said. "So’s Joe! If you see 
him, 
tell him we’re not turning our backs on old friends!" 


Ron sighed, dug a fork into his beans and swallowed 
noisily. | 


didn’t blame him. Ferdie’s beans were bad at the best of 
times, but 

cold they tasted like sawdust. Rumour had it that Ferdie 
shopped in 

one of the supermarket chains for everything they 
considered too old 

or too dicey to flog to the regular customers. That | 
believed. Even 

his eggs had the flavour of refrigerated droppings from 
Poland. 


Brian glared at Ferdie. The Greek coughed discreetly, went 
to 
another section of the counter and extracted a wrapped 
packet of 
bacon. 


"What’s the date on that?" | asked. 


Ferdie squinted, tried to say it in English and, defeated, 
held it aloft 
for us to read. 


"Okay", Brian told him, hiding a laugh. 


| didn’t try to make Ferdie feel at ease. | wasn’t in the 
mood for 
catering to bloody foreigners who came here and took over 
our caffs. 
"| want my eggs fresh", | said menacingly. 


Ferdie bristled. That was the Greek method but it didn’t 


wash with 
me. "Always frush",he said. 


"Sit down, Joan," Brian commanded. 

| reluctantly plunked back into my skimpy chair. Ferdie 
didn’t 
realise how close he’d come to having one in the eye. If I’d 
founda 


Polish mark on those egg shells Ferdie would have 
discovered 

another fact about the British way of life - that East End 
women 

pack a punch equal to a docker’s handling of a 
Conservative 

candidate in a by-election. 


"Stinkin’ food", Ron said, cutting through toast as hard as 
Slate. "I 
don’t know why | keep comin’ here!" 


Brian laughed. "It’s better than your mum’s cooking, that’s 
why." 


"Oh, for Christ sake shut up!" | snapped. There was 
something 
gnawing at me - something gathering momentum; Ron 
didn’t help. 
He seldom did. | liked my men to be all-man, not a half- 
hearted 
excuse for what made it pulsate behind the flats on a dark 
night... 
Suddenly, | knew! 


Behind the flats on a dark night brought home a few 
truths. | 
missed the old days. And Joe Hawkins’ name had been the 
primer 
to make my explosives erupt. 


Ferdie slapped plates before Brian and |. He got an evil 
glare from 
me and a murmured - "Thanks" from Brian. The muck 
looked like 
some ten year old girl had been fashioning a. doll’s meal 
from mud. 
And this was Sunday morning? 


"Jeeze, it’s horrible," | said. 


Ron raised eyebrows to encourage my mounting anger. 
"Take it easy, Joan," Brian cautioned. 
"Bloody Greeks, Pakis, Jews..." 


Brian frowned. He didn’t like me speaking so loud. 
Especially 
when one of the objects of my ire happened to be listening. 


"I’m fed up..." 


Ron sighed and pushed his plate away. "Me too," he said 
thoughtfully. 


For one fleeting second he didn’t seem too bad. Then the 
mental 
picture of his mother appeared and that eliminated Ron 
from my list 
of soul brothers. There was too much of her in him for me. 


"Watch your shins", Brian smiled. 


| had to relent. It was our football chatter. | had met Brian 
ata 
match ... God, that seemed ages ago! Even so, | had been 
unaware 
of him that day. Sally Morris had been the one he made a 
fuss of, 
although now - in retrospect - | could see that his attentions 
were 
strictly tactical. Through Sally he had got to me. And how! 


"| wonder where Sally is ?" | asked softly. 

Ron brightened. "I saw her a few days ago," he chirped. 
"She’s got 
three kids..." 

"What happened to The Pill?" | asked with a grin. "She 


took that 
when Joe banged her!" 


Brian frowned, shoving bacon covered with egg into his 
mouth. 


"She married a Catholic," Ron said. 


That shook me. A lot of our gang had been Catholics and 
none of 
them had given a damn about the Church’s ruling that any 
form of 
birth control was a sin. 


"Aren't you going to eat?" Brian asked pointedly. 


| pulled a face, then sampled the nosh. It tasted worse 
than 
anything Ferdie had ever served us and that was real bad. 
"I’m 
suddenly not hungry." 

Brian pulled my plate across the table and snorted. "It 
may not be 
from the Hilton’s kitchens but, by God, | need something in 
my guts." 


"You're welcome to it..." | lapsed into silence. Memories 
were 
crowding in. The mention of Sally Morris coupled with that 
story 
about Joe Hawkins had set me off down the lane called past 
history - 
and | wanted to wallow in it to the full! 

To the full... 


Like | was somebody else reading about myself... 


Like standing back from things and seeing events as they 
happened 
to another person... 


CHAPTER TWO 


ALL her life had been spent in Plaistow and Poplar. 
Nothing, she 
knew, was dirtier - yet, the squalor belonged. Just as the 
huge 
transporters rumbling along Barking Road belonged: just as 
four- 
letter words were everyday conversational inserts. Highly 
descriptive, 
admittedly. But part and parcel of the East Enders’ 
character. 


She wasn’t a student of history but even she knew that 
time hadn't 
changed much east of The Tower. Some buildings were new, 
some 
industries developed from modem technology. There was 
more 
money, more snooping by governmental agencies. But that 
was all. 
The people remained the same. The bawdiness of the 
1700's still 
lived on in Whitechapel where brass catered for Mayfair 
quickie-in-a- 
car-types. The tough dockers were not far removed from 
those who 
drank themselves stupid in wharfside taverns and fled the 
detested 
press gangs. The old women hung out washing and stood 
gossiping 


as their ancestors had. The old men hungered for young 
bits as ever. 


Underlying the pattern of life, however, the violence that 
had 
existed in a pre-news media era now offered sensationalists 
their 
opportunities to capitalise on what had been, was, and 
would for ever 
be an East End phenomenon. 


The more outsiders tried to invade and subvert, the harder 
the 
people fought. That was the creed. The young’s right. 


Joan knew this instinctively.. Skinheads were, for her, a 
natural 
outlet for expression. An answer, in part, to the pressures 
put upon 
them all as a community. 


Nobody had taken Joan aside and preached a "turn the 
other cheek" 
doctrine in her receptive ears. Nobody dared. She had been 
branded 
already. She had been given the green light in school - by a 
society 
sick within its permissive heart: by over-active do-gooders 
Striving to 
create a monster that would eventually swallow up the 
parent- 
thought. Violence and sexual insecurity had forced their 
way into her 
being to such an extent that nothing anybody told her now 
was 
acceptable. 


Joan didn’t know this. 
Joan didn’t give a damn. 


Joan belonged in the Big Smoke’s poverty-stricken 
breeding ground 
for those to whom law meant only jungle conflicts. 


Part of the jungle demanded that Joan became a slave to 
their 
unfettered lusts. Before she had reached the ripe old age of 
fifteen, 
Joan had sacrificed her virginity to the "club". Frequent 
handling had 
filled out her breasts better than any bust-developing 
cream. 
Delightful nights spent behind Centrepoint flats had worked 
wonders 
for thighs, hips, buttocks. Many an eighteen year old 
country girl 
would have envied her figure ... 


Like all her compatriots, Joan took the Pill. Trust ended 
when it 
came to sex. The East End had been taught a hard lesson - 
and the 
arrival of an oral contraceptive for women meant an end to 
countless 
quarrels between men and women. No longer was it 
necessary to 
ask: "Have you got one?" The Pill didn’t require other 
methods. 
Drunken boys seeking pleasures they were not prepared for 
could 
now be given a "girl’s all" without the morning after worry 
of 
pregnancy. 


Anyway, Joan hated those other methods! 
She belonged to a set that demanded equality in all things 


especially sex. 


And, she faced it squarely, sex was the one thing that kept 
the boys 
in line. They were hungry animals seeking venues for 
vicious 
explosions. It didn’t matter what sex a victim was - all got 
the same 
treatment: The boot, the fist, the tool. Only the girls willing 
to share 
in the after-glow' of released tensions had any respect - 
and, even 
then, that was strictly limited! 


Joan had been lucky. She had not attached herself to Joe 
Hawkins’ 
mob. She knew Joe - like who didn’t! She sat next to Sally 
Morris 
in school - and Sally was Joe’s bit! It was common 
knowledge that 
Sally’s Tuesday sickness’ was Joe’s day for laying her. 


But Joan had other friends. Other boys to keep her happy. 
Billy 
Endine, Harry Downy and Don Taylor had all tried to make 
her and 
been rejected. They didn’t belong to her fraternity. They 
were Joe 
Hawkins boys and being from an "enemy" mob didn’t excite 
her. At 
least, not too much! 


With crop, crepe-soled shoes and zip-up leather jacket 
hung loose 
to reveal what excited blokes for starters, Joan always had 
a chance. 


When she walked down a street the old biddies talked, the 
old men 


got more ideas than they were capable of handling. And, 
with 

youth’s flair for teasing, Joan gave the bastards their 
money’s worth! 


The day Joe Hawkins first got arrested, Joan was attending 
another 
pop concert in Camden Town with lan Donaldson. If she had 
known 
about Joe’s dilemma she might have hurried to his rescue. 
Might - 


Joe had not been overly-hasty in accepting her 
unconditional offer to 
replace the out-of-favour Sally. And she knew why - that 
titty bitch 
Mary Sommers from Joe’s local. 


Boy, it had all been happening... 


lan wasn’t a Joe by any stretch of the imagination but he 
wasn’t so 
bad. At least, he supported Arsenal. He wasn’t the type 
anyone 
annoyed for long. Tall, thick chested, with the features of a 
Scottish 
middleweight, he looked every inch a determined fighter - 
which he 
most definitely was! Joan had seen him in action: seen him 
beat the 
tar off a pair of hard nuts before he finally recovered his 
temper. 


As a lover, lan lost something in the dark behind the flats. 
He had 
no idea how to please. All he thought about was his own 
satisfaction. 
That did not make him a heart-throb with Joan. She liked 
being 


dominated but even then she insisted on a certain sharing 
of 

experiences. It wasn’t much good being classed as a 
vehicle of 

pleasure. And that was all lan wanted - a receptacle for his 
lusts. 


Thank God for The Pill! 


* KOK 


It was Tuesday. Joan didn’t know if Sally Morris was playing 
truant 
today. Joe had been arrested and, too, Mrs. Morris had been 
making 
her Ilford shopping trips an irregular feature of the week’s 
routine. 
Since she discovered Joe in bed with her randy daughter 
she had let 
it be known in the district what would happen if she walked 
in on 
that scene again. Castration was the word most used. 

Not that any of this. bothered Joan. She had a heavy date 
that 
Tuesday. lan had been very explicit: "Bleedin’ hippies are 
givin’ our 
mob trouble in Brighton. Joe did ’em - and so should we!" 


Joan loved the idea. One thing she detested was a hippie 
girl. 
When she considered the amount of jobs lan’s lot pulled to 
get the 
necessary loot to buy gear and keep up appearances she 
couldn’t 
begin to understand the hippie outlook, the hippie desire to 
walk 
around in soiled clothing, to stay unwashed, to have their 


long hair 
matted with lice and dirt. 


Not that' she entirely agreed with lan’s excuse for making 
the 
Brighton pilgrimage. What Joe Hawkins did was his 
business. They 
were rival mobs and lan had no mandate to copy Joe’s 
aggravations. 
It always seemed, to her, that lan subconsciously followed 
in Joe’s 
gigantic footprints. That he had no mind of his own. That 
the 
rumbles his mob got involved in were simply lesser 
versions of the 
Hawkins’ variety. 


She arrived at Victoria Station dressed for the Brighton 
weather. 
She wore her mohair skirt, tight-fitting jumper, crepe-soled 
shoes and 
sheepskin. lan had a rule - his girls carried the tools. If the 
fuzz 
struck they’d find the boys clean. 


She felt uncomfortable with his Glasgow Scalpel between 
her 
breasts. One day she would suffer a serious injury. All her 
complaints had gone for a duck. lan insisted - the cloth cap 
with its 
razors in the peak belonged inside her bra. If she was his 
girl she 
had to take risks... 


Bloody hell! No matter how she folded the cap these 
blades still 
made her have kittens. It was bad enough carrying his tyre- 
iron 


down inside her skirt but asking a girl to risk complete ruin 
was a bit 
bleeding much. 


She walked along the platform, conscious of the fuzz 
watching lan 
and the other boys. When they entered a carriage occupied 
by one 
old woman the law strode back and forth, as if undecided 
what action 
to take. 


Joan joined Ruth and Sylvia further up the train. They had 
five 
minutes before it left. 

"Last time | went to Brighton was with my old man," Ruth 
mentioned, her face flooded with fear as she kept an alert 
eye on the 
fuzz. 


Sylvia had more immediate memories. "I went last 
weekend with 
Tom. Christ, these bastards aren’t goin’ to fuck off!" 


Joan smiled. Sylvia had a four-letter complex. She looked, 
acted, 
and was a common tart. At seventeen she worked for a 
Jewish slave- 
driver in the rag-trade. During her lunch break she ate in 
the cheap 
Caffs in the Whitechapel brothel area. No wonder she had a 
tongue 
dipped in obscenity! 


"m getting into this carriage," Joan said. She had a 
reason - the 
young bloke seated at the far window. 


"You're askin’ for trouble," Ruth said hastily. 


"lan won’t know!" 


Sylvia simpered and, suddenly, Joan had one of those 
female flashes 
of intuition. She had always wondered how lan got his 
information 
concerning her promiscuity. Now she knew! Bloody Sylvia! 


The cloth cap nestled between her breasts seemed to 
send messages 


Wouldn’t it be lovely to scar the bitch for life! 


It was all Joan could do to control the emotional outburst 
that 
threatened to destroy the loose kinship they shared as 
members of 
the mob. 


Ruth saved the day. She walked down the platform 
Shaking her 
arse and holding her head high. She passed the fuzz, then 
halted. 
Defiantly, she swung, glared at the two men in blue. 


Joan hurried to Ruth’s side, squeezed her arm. "Don’t. . 
."she 
hissed. 


Ruth laughed, gave her arse another inviting shake and 
deliberately 
entered the carriage where the boys were. The fuzz 
grinned, moving 
away with unheard comments. 


Joan opened the carriage door, gave Tom a revealing view 
of her 
panties as she legged up the step. Serves Sylvia right! she 
thought. 
Tom wasn’t a bad egg. He certainly didn’t deserve a 


scrubber like 
Sylvia. 


"Jeeze," Sylvia breathed to Joan, "that wasn’t necessary." 


The old woman showed her disapproval by sticking her 
face against 
the window and concentrating her gaze on the paper- 
strewn tracks. 


"Don’t worry, dear," Joan said as she took the seat next to 
the 
woman. "I'll protect you ..." She winked at lan, and caught 
his grin. 


Sylvia entered the carriage next. Basically, she had a 
feeling for 
violence. It was an integral part of her character. Without 
an aggro, 
Sylvia was an empty being - a miniscule slice of the 
common herd. 
And she knew it! Any do-gooder trying to probe 
Skinheadism only 
had to latch on to Sylvia to prove their immediate points. 
All that 
was rotten and degenerate in the East End was embodied 
in Sylvia’s 
make-up. 

As if to prove this, Sylvia glared at the old woman and 
ordered: 
"That’s my seat - move!" She stood menacingly over the 
frightened 
soul. 


Joan had certain scruples. She got to her feet, confronting 
her 
natural rival for lan’s affections. "Take the seat beside 
Tom!" 


Sylvia hesitated. Joan was the thorn in her side, the 
barricade to 
shared command of the mob. By rights, lan belonged to 
her. Joan 
had not been with the gang long enough to qualify for 
leadership of 
the distaff side. 


"Try it!" Joan snapped. 


Sylvia weakened. She could not begin to pit her strength 
against 
the younger girl’s. Joan was capable of tearing her apart - 
and she 
realised this. 


"Well?" 


Sylvia moved down the carriage, squeezed between Tom 
and Eric, 
and said, "Shit" to emphasise her disappointment. 


The old woman sighed aloud. 
Joan took her seat again and glared at lan. 


The train gathered speed now. For once, Joan had been 
unaware 
of leaving Victoria. Normally, she liked to gaze at the 
vanishing 
London scenery as they hurtled down the line to the coast. 
All the 
dreams of leaving Plaistow behind were subconsciously 
buried in the 
flitting, changing views from a carriage window. When the 
high-rise 
flats melted into the horizon and cattle grazed across a 
broad vista, 
Joan had the dream come alive. 


lan’s grin annoyed her. There was something akin to an if- 
you-let- 
me-do-what-l-want-tonight look in his eyes that got her 
boiled over. 
She didn't have to make sexual bargains to put that bitch 
Sylvia in 
her place! Nor to act like an ordinary human being for once. 
The 
old woman wasn’t doing them any harm - why pick on 
somebody who 
couldn’t fight back! 


lan got to his feet and scowled. "Missus... | want that seat! 


” 


The woman got to her feet too. Nervously. Glancing at 
Joan. 


"Change places," lan growled. 


The woman took his seat and eyed Joan with what could 
only be 
called mournful eyes. 


"This is the life," lan chuckled and put his feet up between 
Harry 
and his window-rest. 


Joan bristled silently. What she had gained on the swings 
had been 
totally lost on lan’s roundabout. Sylvia looked like the 
proverbial 
Cheshire cat - licking her lips with maximum contentment. 


"You bastard," Joan hissed. 
lan chortled. 


Suddenly, Joan understood. lan was playing her off against 
Sylvia. 
As leader he was showing his authority: proving, once and 
for all, 


that he - and he alone - had the God-given right to make 
decisions, 

to change each and every situation regardless of what the 
others 

personally felt. 


Joan felt a tremor of annoyance. It was one thing to be 
their 
acknowledged leader, another to deliberately provoke 
trouble within 
their ranks. lan knew bloody well what the situation was 
between 
Sylvia and Joan. What the hell good did it do to undermine 
the 
tenuous unity of the mob? 


As the train sped into rolling countryside, Joan sat silent. 
She was 
far from happy with lan. The more she tried to concentrate 
on the 
scenery flashing past the more convinced she became that 
now was 
the time for a change of loyalties. As skinheads, lan’s bunch 
lacked 
the vital spark that appealed to her. She knew Joe's boys, 
knew they 
got more kicks out of life than any of this timid group. 


She didn’t want to belong to Joe’s mob. That was out. For 
a Start, 
they seldom stuck to a particular girl and, anyway, they 
went on their 
aggros alone. 


No, she would have to scout around and make new 
contacts. And 
she had an idea where to begin.. 


CHAPTER THREE 


"BLEEDIN’ Brighton ..." Harry snarled. 


lan dug deeper into his sheepskin, the cold wind battering 
them as 
waves made rumbling noises breaking over the pebbled 
beach. 


Joan smiled and huddled in a doorway. Let them stand 
there, she 
thought. Fresh air will blow away their stupidity! She was 
fed-up with 
this incessant prowling along the front. So far they’d seen 
two dogs 
hurrying to shelter, a few hardy old men bent into the stiff 
wind, a 
prowl car. Not a bloody hippie, not another person even 
close to 
their age group. 


Tom and Ruth were locked in a desperate embrace. The 
grunts 
and Ruth’s whispered entreaties came from behind her. It 
sounded 
like they were going to do it right there in the daylight. 


"Crissakes, cut that out!" lan yelled. Joan kept mum. This 
was 
where leadership really counted. She didn’t blame the pair 
for 
wanting action of sorts. If lan couldn’t supply the kicks then 
it was 
every man for every girl and to hell with the consequences. 


Sylvia glared at Joan, all bitchy. "What are you - their 
watchdog?" 


If | had talons I'd rip her to bloody shreds, Joan thought. 


Ruth pushed by Joan, still adjusting her knickers. Her 
flushed 
round face spoke volumes - straight from a. pornographic 
shop’s 
backroom. When Tom followed seconds later he was 
grinning 
wickedly, snapping his braces in defiance. 


"Show me a hippie bit and l'Il screw her," Harry said 
emphatically. 


lan nodded, wondering if hippies were crazy enough to 
roam 
Brighton on such a lousy day. He wasn’t beyond cashing in 
onan 
aggro and having some extra-curricular fun with one of 
their 
unwashed birds. He doubted if his sense of smell would 
stop him 
getting a kick out of a quick bash down on the pebbles. 


"Mate, when are we gonna nosh?” little Toby Murray asked 
with his 
pathetic bleating voice. 

lan scowled. His stomach had the rumbles too. But eating 
would 
not provide the food his body craved. He wanted more than 
nourishment on a plate. His cravings went beyond fish and 
chips. 


"Hey ..." Harry stood frozen to the pavement, his finger 
like a 
gigantic neon sign announcing some spectacular global 


event of earth- 
Shaking dimensions. 


Joan tensed. She could hear lan’s quickly indrawn rasp, 
Tom’s 
sudden whooshing whistle. 

"Hairies!" Toby muttered. 

"Bleedin’ bastards!" Harry chortled. 


"Here, Tom .. ."Ruth dug inside her pocket and withdrew a 
vicious 
homemade cosh. The flush on her face was one of animal 
delight 
now: a jungle glee heightened by sight of the prey. 


Automatically, Joan took lan’s tyre-iron from her skirt, and 
handed 
it over. "Want this?" She gestured at her bra. 


lan examined the approaching hippies like a general 
surveying the 
enemy as they came surging over the top. He took into 
account the 
fuzz car they had spotted and the hotels spread along this 
section of 
the promenade. One had to be absolutely sure about every 
aspect of 
an aggro. He was not a rash leader. Perhaps that was why 
he was 
not a good commander. In his book it was better to be 
canny - like 
all Scots - than to storm into more trouble than he cared to 
chew on. 


"Naw!" He took the tyre-iron and hefted it. 
"Bloody hell . . ."Tom growled. 


lan had already brought the fuzz into focus. Two of the 
pigs. 


Walking down the steps from one of those grandiose 
squares. A pair 
of thrill-killers! 


Joan was sorely tempted to plunge the tyre-iron back 
inside her 
Skirt. Ruth had already grabbed Tom’s tool and shoved it up 
her 
jumper. Only Sylvia appeared aloof and unwilling to accept 
her share 
of concealment. 


"I'd like to clobber those bleedin’ bastards," Harry 
remarked with 
undisguised relish. 


"Me, too," little Toby chipped in. 

"Screw them!" lan snarled. "Let’s walk across the rails." 
"Christ, it’s cold out there," Ruth wailed. 

"11 keep you warm," Tom said suggestively 


lan gestured for silence. He was thinking. His leadership 
depended on them getting the boot in and on having the 
bloody 
hippies to themselves. This was what they’d come for - 
aggro! But 
the rozzers were an unscheduled interruption. Something to 
make 
them devise alternative plans. 


"Don’t bloody well make a move when the hairies come 
past us," 
lan warned, stepping on to the wind-swept road. "Wait until 
the fuzz 
see we're not interested and then they'll fuck off." 


Joan shivered. The salt bit at her face, the frozen 
wastelands of 
frothing sea doing more to dampen her desire for a battle 


than the 
slowly marching coppers. 


"Jeeze, lan..." Harry hesitated, and moved again when 
Tom 
Slammed into him. 


Joan’s hands dug deeper into her sheepskin’s pockets. She 
didn’t 
give a damn what the blokes did to the hippie birds but she 
did 
object to the way they had acted like stallions with a king- 
size urge. 


"I’m gonna lay that big ’un", little Toby chortled. 


Sylvia kicked him right in the arse. "You couldn’t satisfy a 
midget," 
she snorted. 


Toby’s eyes fastened on Sylvia and his face got all serious 
and 
mournful. "If you’re harping back to a certain night I’d 
suggest you 
Shut your fuckin’ mouth!" 


Joan bent into the stiffening breeze and hid her laughter in 
the 
Sheepskin’s collar. They had all heard about Toby’s 
infamous attempt 
to screw Sylvia. One too small, the other enormous. A 
meeting of 
sexual inadequates! 


"Cut it out!" lan snapped. "Get to the rails and act 
innocent!" 


It was funny how the hippies sensed danger. They 
straightened like 
bird-dogs sniffing a fallen grouse, or quail. They walked 
stiff-legged 


down the deserted promenade, alert for any sudden move 
on the part 
of these natural enemies. 


And, in the background - prominent by the very colour of 
their 
uniforms - the two policemen cautiously ignored the 
building 
confrontation. Until the explosion erupted their job was to 
maintain 
an aloof attitude and leave the groups to enjoy the fullest 
freedom of 
Brighton’s "promised land"... 


"Skinheads," Terry said. 


"Pretend we don’t see them," Valerie whispered, her words 
lost in 
a squall. 


Inside where she lived, Valerie felt a rush of fear. It was 
always 
thus. At twenty-two she had known a multitude of fears - 
experienced the hatreds of those who could not 
comprehend what 
made her wish to opt out of society. She was a good-looker, 
came 
from a decent middle-class family had been blessed with 
possibilities. 
If she had concentrated on her talents she could easily 
have risen 
high in the art world. But, something blocked any desires of 
hers to 
compete with established methods to the top. She loathed 
routine 
and normal procedures. She hated authority, people telling 
her she 
should do this or that. Life, in her eyes, meant being 


footloose, free, 
doing what the moment’s urge said was pleasurable. 


"The fuzz are watching, ” Mary told them. 


Charlie twitched. He was very conscious of the hashish in 
his shirt. 
He’d been done before and he didn’t exactly relish having 
another 
brush with the law. It was okay for the others but he had to 
be 
extremely careful. He inched to one side, dropping back. 


Terry was a short youth with flowing hair and a battered 
expression. 
His eyes had the look of antiquity. There was nothing he 
hadn’t tried 
to excess. And now, the thrills came less frequent 
regardless of the 
amount of LSD he took. Fear flooded him: the knife-edge he 
existed 
upon started cutting to the quick. 


"Six of us against seven of them," Mary hissed. 


Valerie smiled faintly. The tall girl always tried to over- 
dramatize. 
It struck Valerie hard that Mary might just be enjoying this. 
She had 
been aware of Mary’s abnormalities for some while. It 
seemed 
strange that the daughter of an American official should 
take to the 
British road. She didn’t count the stereotyped explanations. 
There 
were other hints dropped now and then which suggested 
that Mary 
was hiding an awful lot of self behind a mystical curtain. 


And, there 
were those orgies... 


Walter and Eric shifted their loads from shoulder to 
shoulder and 
tried to act nonchalant. They were the newcomers to the 
group - 
unknown quantities. 


"What do you think?" 


P.C. Dunn shrugged and placidly examined the waves 
crashing 
in shores. "Let ’em fight it out!" 


"Christ, you’re worse than a savage!" Arthur Randall 
matched his 
pace with that of his companion. He had been with the 
force two 
years and he still hadn’t reached the stage of detachment 
that long 
service inevitably brought in its wake. 


"Bloody fools!" Dunn said. A fast perusal of the developing 
situation gave him immense satisfaction. The skinheads 
were doing 
everything possible to appear unconcerned by the hippy 
approach. 

That alone warned him that serious trouble could be 
anticipated. 


"I say let’s break it up!" 


Dunn laughed bitterly. "Break what up? Two lots of kids 
spending 
a day at the seaside? You’ve a long way to go before you 
get that 
one fact drummed into your head - never stick your nose in 
until they 
start hammering hell out of each other." 


Randall sighed, slipped a hand into his trouser pocket and 
brought 
out a clean, white handkerchief. He blew his nose. "What do 
you 
suggest?" he asked. 


"Mrs. Glass up the street here makes a lovely cuppa!" 
Dunn 
laughed harshly. "Leave ’em to sort it out their way!" 


x KOK 


Toby was tom between watching the tall girl and seeing 
what the 
fuzz were doing. When the two blue-coated figures abruptly 
turned 
off the promenade and entered one of the narrow side 
streets, Toby 
almost burst into a million randy pieces. His lack of stature 
had 
always been a hindrance when it came to getting the type 
of girl he 
lusted after. He loved them big and titty. He couldn’t 
content 
himself with short-assed birds. The old adage "the bigger 
the better" 
was the epitaph he wanted engraved on his lonely grave. 


God, she’s really built. 


He was practically dancing when lan said "All clear!". He 
didn’t 
have a girl carrying his tool. Dr. Marten was enough for his 
purpose. 
The boots made him feel ten foot tall. Bigger than lan. 
Bigger than 
the hippy girl. 


Joan and Ruth passed out the weapons. Joan could taste 
the 


excitement in her mouth. This was what aggro was all 
about! 


"Let’s get the bastards!" lan roared and brought his tool 
into view. 


Harry was there first. Blood spurted from the hippy’s 
head. As the 
youth crumpled, Harry’s toe sank into his groin. All the 
frustration 
of waiting seethed through Harry. His foot kept hammering 
away, 
finding soft flesh yielding to the hardened boot. 


Toby chortled and grabbed the tall girl. His first thought 
was to 
bear her tits . .. She fought back, ripping at his face with 
dirty 
fingernails. She screamed insults into the wind, struggling 
to tear 
away from his searching hands. Relentlessly, Toby shoved 
her back 
against the rails and forcibly lifted her overthem... 


Joan brought her foot into Valerie’s crutch. Toby’s antics 
excited 
her. She could see the diminutive youth unzip his trousers 
as he 
bored down hard on the prostrate big girl. He's going to 
screw her! 
The thought brought a red-rage to Joan’s eyes and she 
slammed fists 
into Valerie’s face... driving the hippy back... back... 
hearing 
screams rent the howling wind. 


lan sent Charlie flying with a cross-slash. The tyre-iron 
dripped 
blood. As Walter tried to run away, lan’s boot landed smack 


in his 

balls .. . That was two for him! He could see Toby wrestling 
with 

the tall bird, tearing at her pale blue knickers. The little 
bleeder! His 

own desire asserted itself. He grabbed Joan, swung her 
away and 

threw himself on the defenceless Valerie. 


Ruth egged Tom to great heights. He was doing a 
wonderful job. 
While the others concentrated on getting free nookie, he 
tore into the 
blokes. Aggro wasn’t sex! Aggro was murderous rage 
thudding 
inside the chest. God, he loved the thrill of seeing an 
opponent 
collapse into a beaten nothingness. 


"Midget... midget... midget." Sylvia stood screaming 
from the 
rails, her knickers in a twist. It helped her to ridicule Toby as 
he 
Slammed up and down on the tall girl. It bothered her to 
see the 
glazed eyes, the obvious passion released as the girl 
responded to 
Toby’s brutal assault. She could see goose pimples on the 
naked 
thighs. She couldn’t understand how the other was possibly 
enjoying 
having her naked buttocks thrust into those wet, hard 
pebbles. 


Toby grinned and bore deeper. Nobody had to write him a 
letter 
to state that this bird was getting fullest pleasure from, his 
rape. Her 


every panted exhortation spoke highly of his ability to 
please. The 

way she met his frantic efforts showed that she, too, was 
fully alive to 

the roaring pulsations beating in his loins. 


Joan lay on top of Valerie. lan had had his way. Now she 
was 
going to invite disaster... 


CHAPTER FIVE 


IAN’S hand pressed Joan’s mouth down on Valerie’s. "Go 
ahead 
... Make it!" 


As she tasted the hippie girl’s lips on hers, Joan felt a 
shudder of 
revulsion. The subtle heat of those anticipatory thighs 
surging against 
hers drove her crazy. She struggled against the other’s 
arms 
enfolding her. 


"Mmmmmmmmm.. ." 


Joan wanted to die! The girl had flipped her unwashed 
hair! 


"Crissakes ..." lan’s rasped expletive ripped through 
Joan’s mind. 
She could visualise him bending over them, peering and 
enjoying 
what he hoped would happen next. The memory of 
ineffectual 
matings blasted holes in the fabric of their relationship and 
she 
suddenly wanted to run... anywhere... getaway... 
escape this 
degenerate scene! 


lan belted her with his hand, growling: "Stay there, bitch!" 


Joan writhed, her knee driving hard into the other girl’s 
vulnerable 


region. The arms holding her a prisoner of lust exploded 
outwards. 


"Bleedin’ hell!" 


Joan slammed a fist into lan’s nose and sprang to her feet. 
Valerie 
lay clutching her crotch. lan above with a small trickle of 
blood 
oozing from one nostril. 


"Pervert!" Joan yelled and took off... down the shifting 
pebbles, 
across an expanse of sea-weed ... slithering and sliding ... 
on to the 
promenade at last. 


Her mind boiled as she ran. Was she? Wasn’t she? The 
heat of 
the hippie girl’s body against hers had been delectable... 
only lan’s 
entreaties had shattered the hiatus. 


She stumbled into a caff, then trembled with the menu 
held at 
arm’s length as a sullen waitress came forward to take her 
order. 
The words blurred ... a jumble of dishes and prices all 
flowing one 
into the other. 


I’m not queer! kept running through Her mind. 
"Yes, luv?" 


Joan blinked back the fog and concentrated on the typed 
selection. 
Automatically, she calculated how much she had in her 
pocket. 
About ten shillings... 


"Cheese on toast and tea!" 


While she waited for service, Joan contemplated on how to 
rid 


herself of lan’s Glasgow scalpel... The cap had never hurt 
her 

breasts so much. Nor had she ever been more aware of the 
dangers 


she risked carrying razor-blades that close to a pair of very 
vital 

Statistics. She cursed lan and his bloody misplaced 
Scottishness. 


"Excuse me..." 


The voice sounded apologetic, close to her ear. She turned 
her 
head and glared at the youth seated at the adjoining table. 


"Don’t | know you?" 


Joan wanted to laugh in his face. That was the oldest line 
of all. 
Then she frowned as something familiar registered. 


"Joan Kerr, isn’t it?" 


For a few moments she searched the reservoirs of her 
mind, fishing 
him from the artificial lake that formed faces in the 
shadows. 
Plaistow. School. She couldn’t quite place which but it was 
one or 
the other. 


"You look in need of a friend," he said. 


That was an understatement. She required a regiment to 
protect 
her from lan’s wrath. 


"Are you alone?" 


She smiled briefly. "Does it look like I’ve got company?" 
she 
countered. 


"Mind if we eat together?" He was on his feet already. 
There was 
something reassuring in his presence she couldn’t help but 
notice. 
He seemed so capable, so quietly able to handle anything. 


"m Brian Marshall!" He straddled a chair and leant on the 
table. 
"You’re better off without lan - and don’t give me that crap 
about not 
knowing what I’m talking about. You’re lan’s girl. . ."and he 
inclined his head with quizzical gaze penetrating her to the 
core. "Or 
you were?" 


Joan felt a reply forming on her lips. His question 
demanded some 
explanation yet she was reluctant to discuss her recent 
resignation. 
And that’s what she had done - more or less. Resigned! 
Handed in 
her notice. Quit. Left lan cold. 


"Don’t bother," Brian smiled. "I saw him - and the hippies!" 
"You... you...” She gave way to confusion. 


"Not the boot-in," he hastened to add. "Although that was 
inevitable." His face got a far-away expression and he 
swung his gaze 
to the large windows from which the frothing sea could be 
seen. 

"When a storm comes up at night and the wind is crying 


The waitress moved through the closely collected tables. 
"You've 
moved," she told Brian accusingly and almost dropped his 
plate 
before him. 


Joan waited until the sullen woman had departed and 
asked: "What 
was that you said about a storm?" 


Brian laughed and tested his beans - one ata time ona 
fork from 
different parts of his plate. "God, they’re a week old." 


"The storm?" Joan asked again. 
"Did you like it?" 
"| dunno," she replied honestly. "What is it? Poetry?” 


"Exactly! "he chewed a mouthful of leathery beans and 
swallowed 
noisily. 


"So what’s the rest?" 


Brian laid his fork on the table. "Christ - I’m not sure! 
Listen to 


me, Joan Kerr - when | finish this shit..." and he smiled 
knowingly 

as she wrinkled her nose in recognition of their mutual 
familiarity 


with a four-letter language, "I’m going back to Victoria. 
Want to 
come?" 


She saw the waitress bearing down on her. "Yes," she 
decided 
quickly. "Yes..." 


CHAPTER SIX 


MONDAY is a drag, | thought after Brian had left for his 
office. 
After Sunday’s disco session it was an obscenity to thrust 
reggae and 
soul into the background and, instead, return to the 
mundane affairs 
of Mr. Simm’s sweat-shop. 


My weekday prison was just around the comer - and | had 
the oft- 
expressed urge to walk in the opposite direction... and 
keep 
walking. But | didn’t. Brian could not afford to pay 
everything from 
his salary. My pay was a necessary evilandso... 


When I entered the supermarket, Elsie was adjusting her 
suspenders and thin-faced Simms was leeringly giving her 
legs the 
once over. God help him if he ever got to invite her into his 
small 
office. Elsie had a reputation - every docker in London had 
taken 
her to bed. Every foreign sailor, too. 


"You're late, Mrs. Marshall, " Simms snapped. 


Elsie smiled smugly and dropped her skirt. The tramp 
never 
stopped trying for a few extra pence. One flash of her 
Skinny legs 


and she expected the male world to roll over and beg for 
more. 


"You take the fruit aisle, " Simms told me and, with 
another furtive 
look at Elsie, walked into the storeroom behind our 
cramped staff 
quarters. 


"The bastard is hot," Elsie said. 


"He'll be hotter if he samples your wares," | quipped. 
"He'll get the 
biggest dose ever!" 


"One of these days ..." She tossed her bleached-blonde 
hair, and 
strode from the room. In seconds, Simms hurried from the 
stockroom and chased after her. So what, | thought. Every 
bloke to 
his own poison! 


The number of cases waiting to be emptied almost drove 
me to the 
nearest Labour. By the time this lot had been price- 
stamped and 
placed on .shelves | would be unfit for anything but bed - 
and deep 
sleep. Brian would not approve. 


Elsie was still wriggling her arse when | brought the first 
case into 
the shop. Simms stood near one of the cashiers but his 
eyes were 
definitely glued on the bitch. To hell with them both! And 
the 
customers, too! 


Stamp ... lift... shove into place... 
Stamp ... lift... shove into place... 


The morning dragged. The boring routine got me by the 
Shorts. 
There had to be more in life than this. | thought about the 
gear 
Brian and | owned, about disco-fights, about pop concerts, 
about 
football matches and what were now infrequent aggros with 
Shed 
fanatics. Thank God that Millwall hadn’t reached the First 
Division. 
Their boot boys were the bleedin’ limit! 

"Help Miss Robb," Simms’ voice said behind me. 


| glanced at the half-full case beside me, at the shelves 
still waiting 
for their multi-coloured tins, at Simms. "I haven’t finished 
yet.. 


"| said help Miss Robb!" he repeated. 


"Shit, "I murmured and drew a smile from an old biddy 
standing 
nearby. 


Simms gave me the creeps. | pitied his wife and kids. I’d 
lay odds 
he was a proper bastard at home. One of those know-all 
masters in 
his own castle sorts. 


Gladys Robb shrugged when | entered her kingdom. "I 
didn’t ask 
for help," she offered as explanation. 


"What does it matter!" | was in a lousy mood. Elsie was a 
tramp 
and made few attempts to hide her profession. Gladys tried 
to 
appear toffee-nosed but from those who had the inside 


track of her 

after-work activities we were convinced she, too, was on 
the game. 

She had big, brown eyes, jutting breasts and buttocks like 
over-filled 

udders constantly shifting weight inside her tight skirt. Her 
hair hung 

in greased strings from around a fat, flushed face. | didn’t 
like her! 


Banging tough steak into a patter, she pointed with the 
wooden 
hammer and said: "They’ve got to be wrapped." 


Like hell she hadn't asked for help! 


Automatically, | went to work on the heat-seal machine 
enclosing 
the patters in cellophane. Funny, | thought, how the steak 
looks 
better when it’s wrapped. 


Bang ... bang... slap! 


The sound of the pounding steak gave me the start of a 
bleedin’ 
headache. I tried to stay out of this department. | loathed 
the smell 
of raw meat and the rising stench of the heated material. 
But, it was 
a job. One of many we were all called upon to do. Ours is 
not to 
question why, and all that crap! 


I'd worked in a supermarket before | married Brian. Since 
then, 
however, the staff turnover had brought in a load of 
undesirables. 
Elsie, Gladys, Phyllis, Tina - all bloody tarts. All willing to 
indulge 


in sex for a decent meal, a film show, a hasty scuffle in the 
back seat 

of a car. Some of them accepted money for dubious favours 
and, in 

a way, who could blame them! The pay we got barely 
covered 

essentials - let alone provided us with gear and cosmetics. 
1 didn’t 

have to follow their example nor like them but in all honesty 
| should 

have been more tolerant. Should have been. | wasn’t, 
though. Being 

tolerant wasn’t one of my characteristics. 


By twelve-thirty | was ready for a break. One expenditure 
Brian 
and | allowed ourselves was that midday cuppa and 
sandwich. 
Unlucky me. Brian had a works’ canteen -1 had Ferdie’s 
caff. Big 
deal! 


The Greek loved his native music. It bored me to tears. 
From 
somewhere inside the place - the forbidden territory as 
Brian called 
it - the strains of a Zorba-long record infiltrated the caff. 


"Bleedin’ music," Liz Bull complained. She moved to let 
me beside 
her. Of late, Brian and | had made new friends. Liz was one 
-a 
suedehead like us. When skinheads began their lamented 
fade-out, 
we had grown our hair longer, drifted away from the big 
gangs and 
formed fresh associations. 


"What’s in the sandwich?" 


Liz screwed her pretty face into an expression of disgust. 
"Christ 
alone knows -1 don’t!" She laughed. "Did you ever manage 
to guess 
what Ferdie put into one of his ’specials’?” 


| hadn’t simply because | refused to experiment with 
Ferdie’s menu. 


"Wasn't The Dog Train fantastic last night?" 


"Yeah!" | ordered a cheese and pickle before getting 
enthusiastic. 
Simms would be waiting with watch in hand to make sure | 
got back 
on time. Not that | gave a damn but Brian wouldn’t 
understand how 
| could let my Monday blues bring about the sack. 


"Hey, did you see that big bloke with the moustache?" Liz 
asked, 
rolling her eyes suggestively. 


"Bloody marvellous! ” | smiled, remembering how Brian 
had made 
remarks about the way he filled those Levi's. 


"You're not very talkative," Liz frowned. She had this habit 
of 
keeping her features in motion. Nothing she ever said went 
unaccompanied. If she wasn’t frowning she was crinkling 
her eyes 
with laughter, or pulling a face to heighten some emotional 
outburst. 
She could have been an actress. 


Ferdie delivered my cuppa and sandwich, collected my 
money and 
slunk back to his music. In five minutes the hordes would 


crowd in 

on us - blokes with more F’s and C’s in every sentence than 
a soldier 

used in his lifetime. 


| chewed the stale .bread and hard cheese. "Liz, I’m fed 
up! If we 
don’t find a new place to live l'Il go mad." 


Liz got sympathetic. She’d visited us and knew the 
conditions. 
"Jeez, Joan - there’s nothing ‘round here." 


"What about old Stein?" 


She snorted. "That bastard! Naw, he’d charge more for 
worse than 
you already have. ” 


Jacob Stein had a small comer grocery and several 
properties he 
leased into flats. His meanness had circulated wider than 
the 
neighbourhood. His penchant for young birds had almost 
got him 
into the nick. Now he worked the oldest trick in the crummy 
landlord’s book - he rented to teenage married couples and 
negotiated on a rota basis for "services instead of cash". 
Even if Stein 
had a semi-decent flat, Brian would have killed me rather 
than take 
chances of Stein climbing into my sack on rent day. 


"m getting bloody desperate," | told Liz. "What with 
Simms at 
work and the stinkin’ flat..." 


Her hand rested momentarily on top of mine. "Joan, do 
yourself a 


favour and quit the supermarket. You can find a job down 
Commercial Road." 


"Yeah, like a rag-trade prison!" 


She shrugged and her hard, small breasts jiggled. 
Women’s Lib had 
a convert in Liz providing they didn’t try to put her ona 
rostrum. 
Liz - drunk and sober - believed in down-to-earth sayings. 


"Let’s change the subject," | said, catching sight of the 
first wave to 
descend on Ferdie’s. "God, here they come!" | swallowed 
the last 
mouthful and pushed the tea aside. "Are you going to the 
dance 
tonight?" 


"Nothing could keep me away!" She smiled at a husky 
brute. "I’m 
getting bleedin’ randy lately..." 


"You were always like that," | laughed. Being with her 
when boys 
were around bucked me up no end. 


"See you at seven eh?" She wiggled her arse and flung a 
mock kiss 
at Ferdie. The lads cheered and the Greek blushed. Maria - 
his fat 
blowsy wife - glared from behind her stove. It made our 
day, that. 


Things hadn’t changed much during my break. Simms 
gave me the 
leer, the glad-to-see-you’re-on-time look and directed me 
to Gladys’ 
department with a curt nod. Elsie squatted with a 
maximum display 


of thighs as she price-stamped the fruit tins. That annoyed 
the hell 

out of me. Not that | enjoyed doing it - but anything was 
better than 

working intimately with these rotten scrubbers. 


Bang...bang:.. Slap! 


| tried real hard to block my ears to sound. | searched 
through all 
the memories | could find that would let me concentrate on 
the heat- 
seal machine whilst still wallowing in the glorious past. 


Oh, yes - the past usually appeared more glorious than 
any present. 
Especially when the prospect of returning to our flat 
belonged to it. 


Bang ... bang... slap! 


The noise took on a cadence... like drums and a sexy 
base being 
Slapped... like all hell had broken loose in the middle of a 
pop 
concert. 


Pop concert... 
That rang bells to drown Gladys’ monotonous activity... 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


BILL White snapped his braces and thudded across the 
dance floor. 
His boots were most definitely not made for terpsichorean 
elegance 
but, after all, his reason for being here had nothing to do 
with 
dancing. 

"Wot about ’er then?" 


Bill grinned and temporarily detached his faithful shadow. 
"Get lost 


n 


Watching Bill approach the bird, Colin felt at odds with the 
world. 
Nobody ever wanted him when there were birds in the 
offing. 

"Bleedin’ shame..." 


Charlie Clarke tapped Colin on the shoulder. "You keep 
talkin’ to 
yourself an’ you'll be inside, mate. " 


Colin hated Charlie with all the violence in his hard frame. 
He 
never trusted those close-set grey eyes and he certainly 
didn’t like the 
thin cruel mouth. If it hadn’t been for Bill he would gladly 
have 
kicked the shit out of Charlie months ago. 


"That Joan’s a raver," Charlie said. 


"She'd better be," Colin allowed. "Bill’s lookin’ for a piece. 
The words came easy although dark thoughts lingering in 
the depths 
of his mind were beginning to blur his vision. It wasn’t his 
fault he 
couldn’t relax with girls. There was just something like a 
fever 
whenever he tried to let go - something more powerful than 
his 
tremendous lusts. He wasn’t bloody bent! But he did have 
this thing 
his personal nightmare! 


"Christ," Charlie moaned. Ow about us doin’ those Ilford 
bastards?" 


"Not unless Bill says so!" 
"Can’t you bleedin’ think for yourself?" 


Colin glared at his mate. Dare he bring into the open his 
festering 
urge? Dare he risk Bill’s ire by clobbering Charlie? 


"I’ve got half a bottle of White Horse..." 


Colin’s tongue suddenly felt dry. He liked strong drink. 
Especially 


Scotch! Whereas most of the mob stuck to beer he 
satisfied his 
cravings with fortified liquor. Anyway, too much beer only 
bloated 
him and gave him the trots. 


Unaware that he was being set up to challenge Bill’s 
leadership, 
Colin hurried across the crowded floor; pushing and 
thrusting with all 
the arrogance of blind youth hellbent on aggravation. 


From the relative safety of a comer, Joan watched 
Charlie’s face 
undergo drastic change. Bill kept chatting her up, his voice 
a terrible 
drone against the renewed blast of sound from Open Door’s 
amplifiers. It didn’t matter what Charlie did, nor how he 
suckered 
that poor sap Colin. They didn’t mean anything to her. 
Come to 
that, neither did Bill White. He was just another of her 
nodding 
acquaintances. A bloke. A fill-in between lan and, perhaps, 
Brian. 


Most of the kids were weaving spells on the floor. She 
could see 
the Ilford mob, two of Joe Hawkins’ lot, a third of her 
schoolmates. 
She knew that drink was being shared. It showed in the way 
a few 
of the guys swayed and groped and cockily ignored the 
opposition. 

"Let’s dance, eh?" Bill asked. 

Joan shuddered. At the best of times Bill didn’t have the 
faintest 
idea what music was all about. In his boots he was an 
absolute 
menace. 

"No thanks!" 

Bill got his hard face on. "You sayin’ | ain’t good enough?" 

"Crissakes, get lost!" 

For a minute it looked like she had won. Then, with a 


swiftness 
that took her completely by surprise, his hands were 


around her and 
she was being pulled into the crowd. 


"Lemme go!" She struggled. 


Bill held her tight against his lean body, making his 
ultimate 
intention perfectly clear. "Come outside?” 


"Shit on that, mate!" 
Fingers fondled her buttocks. "You’re for me!" 


Something snapped. Aggro was more than a word for her. 
It 
represented those things that made her life worthwhile. 
With lan, 
she had carried his Glasgow Scalpel and been in the thick 
of many a 
battle. Now, detached from allegiance to any one mob, she 
could 
afford to antagonise the various groups at this dance. There 
were 
others here who would come to her aid - girls like Nora, 
Violet, Sue. 
All tearaways. All ready to join in and derive preliminary 
emotional 
Carve-ups in preparations for the essential of any 
confrontation - and 
why shouldn’t they? 


"Bleedin’ bastard!" she screamed. Her eyes roamed faces 
quickly 
and found one ready to champion her cause. "He’s out to 
get you, 
Pete!" 
x KO 


Before he became a skinhead, Peter Lloyd had been an 
active 


amateur boxer. That promising career had ended one night 
ina 

disastrous beating administered by a youth from Yorkshire. 
No 

matter what anyone said about the verdict, Peter knew he 
had been 

defeated by a low blow. 


What made the decision worse was the winner’s crowning. 
Even as 
he had stumbled around the ring, the taunting voice had 
kept telling 
him about the birds he wouldn’t have again. 


After a doctor advised him to give up boxing, Peter 
embraced the 
Skinhead cult. He could still use his fists. In a brawl he 
counted 
himself king of all he surveyed. But, essentially, he enjoyed 
putting 
the boot in. Fists were for the suckers. Clean scraps were 
out. If 
dirty play could win an inter-county championship then, by 
God, a 
good old-fashioned aggro was for him! 


More than most, he thrived on Paki bashing and getting 
even with 
anyone whose skin was a different hue to his own. A private 
battlefield was York Road - right near the station. That’s 
where they 
could be found coming home on the late trains. Where they 
lived in 
flats formerly rented to students and others willing to pay 
landlords 
the exorbitant prices charged. 


With his mob, Peter felt more like a king than he ever had 
in the 
ring. People often whispered his name now. Before, they 
had looked 
blank when asked if they had heard about Peter Lloyd’s 
victory of the 
previous night. But everybody knew him since he embraced 
aggro. 

Everybody! Especially the fuzz. 

Basically, he had a feeling for violence. That was what had 
compelled him to take up boxing. The thud of glove on an 
enemy’s 
face did something for his soul. The thud of boot in groin 
did more! 


When he heard Joan’s shouted warning, he tensed... 


There was no love lost between Ilford and Plaistow. It was 
almost 
like a running battle - West Ham versus Tottenham: scruff 
versus 
middle class drop-outs. 

Bill White’s face confirmed his worst fears ... the bitch was 
trying 
it on! But it didn’t matter! The aggro was long overdue... 

x kK OX 


Colin’s head buzzed. Charlie had dosed him with more 
than a fair 
Share of the half-bottle. Diluted with American ginger he 
could have 
handled the smallish amount.. Neat, he had difficulties... 


"You're pissed, mate," Charlie said. 
"Jeeze, | feel great! Any more?" 


Charlie held the bottle upside down. A single drop slowly 
oozed 


from the neck. "That’s all..." 
"Where's Bill?" 


"With a bleedin’ bird as usual!" Charlie placed an arm 
around 
Colin’s shoulder. "Isn’t it wonderful? - ’e always gives you 
the heave- 
ho when e’s with a bird!" 


Colin rumpled his face into a terrible grimace. "Fuckin’ 
birds!" He 
sobered fleetingly. "I can’t get randy with birds..." 


Charlie didn’t comment. He understood. They all did. Not 
that 
Colin was bent. He just had this awful problem. Whatever 
he felt 
about the other, Charlie honestly sympathised on this one 
point. 
Being without a bird was akin to having a priest tell a bloke 
he was 
doomed to limbo with a bunch of queers. 


"Get another bottle, Charlie-boy," Colin crooned. 


"You can have a whole one for yourself if we knock the 
crap outta 
these Ilford bastards," Charlie said. 


Colin forced himself to stand erect. 
"Bill ain’t in the mood..." 
"He bleedin’ is, "Colin laughed drunkenly. "But not for this 


He took a kick at an imaginary object, almost toppling on 
to his 
bottom. Charlie steadied him. "Thanks..." 


The sound of a chart-topper roared it’s way through the 
building. 


Charlie smiled. What better music than this - uptight, 
demanding the 
release of tensions! 


"Let’s get the bastards ..." Colin pushed away, 
staggering towards 
the dance floor entrance. 


Man, he’s gone, Charlie thought and followed closely ... 
x KO 


Joan’s scream didn’t cause much confusion except in her 
immediate 
neighbourhood. The music blasted louder than a virgin’s 
call for help 
in a wilderness. Only those intimately involved knew what 
was about 
to happen and even they were not fully aware of other 
complications 
entering the dancing area... 


Bill saw the danger first. His hands dropped from Joan, his 
face 
flooding with anxiety. 


Peter noted Bill’s sudden dilemma, swung and took ina 
scene with 
a boxer’s automatic reaction to a changing expression on 
an 
opponent’s face. 


The punch had been telegraphed and Peter didn’t lose one 
vital 
second countering... 


His foot lashed out and landed in the pit of Bill’s abdomen. 
Thunk! 
What a feeling, he thought quickly. His hard fist bounced off 
Bill’s 
head as the other doubled. Like an automaton, Peter kept 


punching, 

the surging rage bordering on murder. The more battered 

Bill 

became the better the sensations ranting inside his foe. 
Colin laughed drunkenly, and landed a weak blow on 

Peter’s chest. 

Charlie groaned, and tore into the fight. One punch and 

Colin would 

be mincemeat... 


The music still blared. Most of the dancers were clearing 
space for 
the battlers. 


Joan ripped at Bill’s face with her nails. She heard 
explosive grunts 
coming from Peter as Charlie’s boots slammed into his 
groin. She 
didn’t care! Bill was her target... 


Nora saw blood trickle down Bill’s whitewashed face. The 
youth 
was in terrible agony, hands clutching his balls. She loved 
the scent 
of blood .. . Pushing her dancing partner aside she raced 
across the 
floor, flinging herself on Colin. 


"Bleedin’ bird!" Colin yelled. 


Joan belted Bill smack on the nose. She swung, glaring at 
Nora. 
The urge was with her. She moved towards the other girl. 


Colin tried to clear his head, couldn’t. The girl’s weight 
bore him 
to the floor. He felt her hands searching ... and he 
screamed. He 
had never known such anguish. Her fingers were shafts of 


burning 
fire twisting, squeezing, clutching at his testicles. 


Nora’s sigh of pleasure turned to one of outraged anger as 
Joan’s 
toe slammed into her arse. She toppled, releasing Cotin. 
She rolled, 
wide-eyed, on the floor. 


Joan laughed, kicking Colin where it hurt most. She 
wanted to 
maim... cripple. The sounds of fighting came at her from 
every 
side. As Colin writhed in pain, Joan lashed out again... 
caught 
Nora on the head. She ¿felt the satisfying jar travel along 
her leg as 
she landed a heel smack in the middle of the other girl's 
chest... 

x OK OK 


"My bloody balls don’t half hurt, " Peter said as they 
walked down 
Greengate. He wondered if the people passing by could tell 
what 
was wrong with him. He felt a right Charlie hop-skip- 
jumping when 
the pain became unbearable. He’d certainly copped one 
right in the 
middle of his love-nest. 


Joan smiled. She’d been indeed fortunate. Before anyone 
could 
get to grips with her the bouncers had gone into action and 
cleared 
the hall. 


"That bird Nora’ll be out to get you," Peter remarked. 


"Who cares!" Joan glanced at him in the moonlight. She 
hoped he 
wasn’t too badly injured. The aftermath of aggro was 
always the 
same - a desire to prolong those thrills which sharpened her 
appreciation for copulation. He looked like he could gratify a 
girl - 
providing, of course, he could make it. 

“Have you got a fella?" 


Joan shrugged, and brushed a breast against his arm. 
"Naw. ; ki 


He got the message. "Christ, | don’t know if.. 
“Just try, eh?" 
He grinned and forced his mind to dwell on her charms. 


“There 
are ways if | can’t," he said suggestively. 


Joan trembled. Anything was better than being hung-up. 
Ways 
didn’t exactly appeal but something had to happen if she 
wanted to 
get a night’s sleep... 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


DURING the war, George Woodside had been evacuated. 
Until 
he arrived in Gloucestershire, George had never seen a 
cow, sheep, 
or horse. Milk and meat, his eight year old mind reckoned, 
came 
from a shop just the same as tinned foods did. For all he 
knew the 
shopkeeper made them all. 


His first sight of a cow was a frightening experience. Horns 
could 
hurt - that his eyes instantly recognised. When the sad 
beast 
bellowed and came ambling across the huge, open field - 
followed by 
a herd of other equally large "monsters" -»George gave a 
fractured 
squeal and took off fast. 


For three years, George discovered the wonders of 
farming. By his 
eleventh birthday the mysteries of milk and meat on the 
Shelf, and 
even how fruit got into tins, had been made absolutely 
clear to him. 


The knowledge collected whilst Hitler’s bombs pounded 
his native 
East End stood George in good measure once peace 
returned. 


Although he never did make a pilgrimage back to those 
farming 

communities he had got to know so. well, he did remember. 
That 

was why his small butcher’s shop had a collection of 
postcards and 

cut-outs from calendars - all showing Gloucestershire rural 
views. 


| wasn’t a privileged person. Everyone knew the story. 
George 
liked to stand with a chopper in hand and reminisce. He had 
a 
refrigerator full of tales ready to pour into eager ears. 


His daughter Edna thought her father was a stupid fool. 
None of 
his customers did though. The prices he charged showed 
that he 
hadn’t been completely brainwashed by the yokels. 


Brian swore George’s meat was the best in Plaistow. | 
swore it was 
the priciest - tough and tasteless, too. When | could, | 
shopped in 
Ilford... which wasn’t often. Getting time off from Simms 
had 
developed into a contest of wills which I usually lost. Maybe 
it 
happened that way because | refused to yield like Elsie. Or, 
perhaps 
Simms resented me for seldom buying my weekly groceries 
from the 
employer. 


Whatever the reason, | was determined to visit Ilford that 
Tuesday 
afternoon. By noon my feigned headache was bad enough 


for me to 

need medical treatment. | had also dropped a hint - after 
all, young 

wives do make mistakes and get buns in the oven. 


Simm showed his displeasure when | finally made my 
announcement: "I’m sorry - I’ve got to see my doctor." 


"Nonsense, Mrs. Marshall..." He steepled his fingers and 
stood 
glaring at me like a monk saying prayers. "I suggest you 
take an 
aspirin. That with a decent meal for once should clear your 
head." 


Elsie sneered over his shoulder. Gladys watched from the 
safety of 
a cashier’s desk - she was doing double duty today. 


"You don’t understand, Mr. Simms," | said firmly. "I have 
more 
wrong with me than a mere headache." 


His face got that pious expression he used for 
discontented 
pensioners. "If the trouble- is ... ah, a family complaint..." 


| held my belly and tried to appear in agony. "I know - the 
company doesn’t hire women with kids!" 


He nodded and strode away as if he was already going for 
the 
window-card telling the world that we needed an 
“industrious girl 
willing to work for rapid advancement”. What a laugh that 
sign had 
become! The only advancement a girl could expect from 
Simms was 
from her. feet on to her arse across his desk. 


Before | caught the bus | checked with George’s window. 
Brian 
had to pass here every day on his way to work - and | had 
been given 
proof of his powers of observation many times. Providing | 
bought 
something along the lines of what George had on display | 
could fool 
Brian. But just let me bring home a roast if George had 
concentrated on tripe, sausages and pies and my fur would 
fly. 

Today, George had gone overboard. Steak, kidney, chops - 
lamb 
and pork - filled his window. Flies, too! That happened to be 
another reason why | detested his products. He seldom 
bothered to 
shoo off the flies let alone hang sticky catchers in the shop. 


Once | reached Ilford | felt safe. Simms lived in the 
opposite 
direction - somewhere near the Minories. I’d often thought 
of telling 
him to walk around the comer and get locked up in The 
Tower. 
That’s where the bleeder belonged... 


Brian would slaughter me! 
| can’t resist it! 

What about the rent? 

It’s beautiful... 


The suede jacket hung on a model with its price ticket 
turned 
inwards so that | couldn’t read the bloody thing. All of me 
screamed 
for it. | thought about meat, about Brian’s reactions, of the 


rent man 
getting nasty. Nothing mattered. | had to have that jacket. . 


Christ, I've lost half a day! 


A computer couldn’t have managed to work out our 
budget without 
blowing a fuse. My meagre pay barely covered food and 
entertainment. Brian’s salary - that was a bleedin’ laugh! - 
paid rent, 
gear for us both, household expenses and the occasional 
drink in that 
order. Overall, we had about ten pence left every week and 
that 
meant having to abort what should have been steady dates 
with our 
mates. 


A half day’s pay less would throw us into confusion. 


The cost of this suede jacket would send Brian up the 
damp walls! 


Yet -1 wanted it with a desperation near to madness! 


| entered the shop and braved all criticisms by demanding 
to try on 
the jacket. | had committed myself. The worst was to come 


* OOK x 


Gear, to quote Brian in one of his expansive moods, is 
vitally 
important to skinheads and suedeheads. That echoed my 
feelings - 
completely. Gear counted. Above everything except an 
occasional 
aggro. And who the hell could feel right aggravating 
Squares and 


Pakis in the wrong gear? Who would dare attend a disco 
dressed in 
outmoded gear? 


I was cool, man! Loose! 


The damage had been done. Crying over spilt milk didn’t 
fill the 
bottle again. 


"That’s the best meal we’ve had in this lousy flat," Brian 
remarked, 
patting his belly like a pregnant goose. 


| kissed his neck and removed the dishes from the table. | 
wanted 
him in a mellow frame of mind when | came from the 
bedroom 
wearing my jacket. | didn’t give a damn what had to be 
done to 
make him agreeable, either. If he wanted sex he was 
welcome. Not 
that sex was a gone-without favour he would believe came 
with Santa 
Claus compliments. Sex for us happened when either of us 
felt in the 
mood. Like every night! Like maybe three times on 
Sunday! 


"George knows how to buy meat..." 


He would never be told the truth about the roast! George 
couldn’t 
come close to matching the Co-Op’s best in Ilford. 


"Anything on telly?" 


| handed him the Mirror - we couldn’t afford luxuries like 
the 
Radio Times or the TV Times according to his break-down of 


our 
income and expenditures. 


"There’s a documentary on BBC 2 about cults..." He 
flung the 
paper aside. "I wish we could get a decent telly with a BBC 
2 aerial!" 


Now isn't the moment! 
"Did you speak to your foreman about a rise?" 


He grunted. "Yeah - the bastard won’t agree. Says the 
union won't 
allow me to get more than those bastards in assembly." 


Maybe tonight isn’t the night! 


"Unions ..." He muttered to himself. I’d heard it all 
before. 
Brian hated unions and lay-offs because of strikes. He only 
belonged 


to one because his job as an electronics inspector 
demanded that he 
be "one of the lads". 


My smile intrigued Brian. "What’s funny?" he asked. 


"I was thinking about what you’ve told me - how union’s 
destroy a 
man’s ambitions." 


He nodded seriously. "I'll educate you one day. ” 
"Supposin’ | don’t want to know?" 


"Then l'Il have to go along with what you do - you know?" 
His eyes 
twinkled. 


"You're trying to get my knickers off!" 
"Later..." 
Damn! Even screwing me wasn’t important! 


"I’m thinking of taking a few days off on the sick." He 
pushed his 
chair back, belched loudly with a smugly satisfied 
expression. 


"Why?" 


His eyes narrowed and he stared at me suspiciously. "Have 
you 
done something | don’t know about?" 


| forced a laugh. "Would I do.. .?" 
"Yes!" he snapped. 

"What’s this about going sick?" 
"Changing the subject?" 


"Of course!" | kissed his cheek and flounced to the sink. 
Rats 
foraged down near the rubbish bins. | swung from the 
window pale. 


Brian didn’t notice. He was all wrapped up in deep, 
mysterious 
thoughts. | studied him. Nothing would ever dull my love for 
him. 
He had faults - like what man hadn't! His piddlin’ 
examination of my 
every deviation from his norm often made me furious but 
when it 
boiled down to a meal | was always available - naked, 
eager, a tasty 
morsel to be devoured wholesale or in slow agonizingly 
beautiful 
portions. 


"What’s wrong, Brian?" 


He jerked off his contemplation. "I’m worried," he 
admitted. "We 


both loathe the flat and this district. | want to take a few 
days 
scouting housing agencies. If only ..." He frowned. 
"Money?" 
"Yeah, always bleedin’ money!" 


My stomach rolled but, | thought, I’d better confess before 
he gets 
so darkly involved with problems that no matter what my 
explanation 
he'll blow his cool. 


"I bought a suede jacket in Ilford this afternoon!" 


His eyes clouded. | watched his fists form hard knobs at 
the end 
of each arm. 


"m sorry, Brian..." 

He laughed. "You should see yourself, Joan. You think | 
don’t 
understand!" 

"Do you?" 

His fists relaxed and he tapped the table with agitated 
fingers. "l 
think so!" 

"| had to have it." 

"What about your job?" 

"| went sick..." | Saw the humour of the situation and 


burst out 
laughing. "Sick... like you!" 


Brian snorted, then shook as he tried to hide his response. 
Suddenly we were clinging tightly together, laughing like 
mad people. 

His hands went exploring down my spine, into my buttocks 


- all softly 
tender. 
"The rent?" . 
"Spent! Blown! Kaput!" 
"You're a silly bitch but...” Fingers poked dangerously 


close to 
having his face slapped. He hesitated. "May 1?” 


"No!" 

"Not even for a suede jacket?" 

"Not for a house, car, diamonds.". 

"Strait-laced, eh?" 

"The hell | am but that’s out!" 

He released me, pointing to the bedroom. "Get it!" 

| did - came back wearing the jacket. 

"Real gear," he said admiringly. 

"Can | count on not getting my bleedin’ head chewed off 
when the 
rent man orders us out?" 

"Christ - you’re worse than a looney!" 

"Looney?" 

His face flushed. He kicked his shoes off and followed 
them with 
his trousers. | watched with a detachment most girls find 
difficult. 
After seven months of seeing him undress like this the 
novelty of 
revealment had worn thin. Not the ultimate conclusion of 
his actions. 
That remained a high-spot. Every time. But getting around 


to it had 
little compensations when I was required to stand idly by 


and wait for 
the other kicks to begin. 


"You weren’t very co-operative that night," he said 
defensively, 
briefs following shoes and trousers across the kitchen. 


"Christ..." | shouted. 


He unbuttoned his shirt next, laughing at me. "Cool it. | 
didn’t 
want to get you uptight. Admit that we got off to a bad 
start?" 


"Okay - we got off to a bad start!" | avoided his nudity as 
vest and 
briefs landed on the floor. 


"You didn’t want me to screw you, did you?" 


| smiled as memory came creeping down those mental 
corridors 
again. "No - I didn’t!" 

"Why then?" He approached me, performing the ritual. His 
hands 
didn’t hurry - they knew precisely where to go, how to 
unbutton or 
unzip or touch between removals. Now, his nudity 
possessed an 
urgency - and an interest. | was responding. Just as | had 
that night 
- gradually. 


"The jacket looks great!" 

"Is that supposed to make it better?" 

"No!" His fingers worked under the elastic of my knickers. 
"Hey ... not yet!" 


He kissed me and it was a full two minutes before either 
of us 


spoke. It gave me time to float back on passion-puffed 
wings. A 

bloody good job Brian had insisted on taking what he had 
claimed 

was his by virtue of being my companion ... 


CHAPTER NINE 


VICTOR Carlyle pushed his battered typewriter away and 
lit a 
cigarette. Lazily reading the finished article, he felt the 
words make 
their impact and automatically knew he had a winner. 
Pouring 
himself a generous measure of Grants he sloshed ginger ale 
on top 
and tasted the mix. 


With glass held aloft, he silently toasted his success... 
"To all the 
rotten little bastards - my love! " 


At thirty nine, Victor had reached a decisive crossroads in 
career. 
Until recently he had been touted as "that lizard, of the 
sporting 
journalists". No longer. Two serious code-breaking exposés 
had 
placed him beyond the pale of information. The news had 
leaked - 
Carlyle cannot be trusted. And that, in his profession, was 
certain 
death. 


The newspaper had reluctantly fired him. His freedom of 
the 
terraces had been hastily withdrawn by every first division 
team. 
Those whom he had lauded suddenly found they could not 


Spare a 
smile, a second’s greeting. 


Undaunted, Victor had attempted the impossible - making 
an 
inroad with legitimate publishers. He reasoned, not without 
precedent, that a trained journalist had the qualifications to 
write 
material suitable for a paperback house. After several 
rejections and 
more snubs, he had turned back to the article field - only to 
discover 
that magazines were not exactly his cuppa either. 


On the brink of disaster he had a sudden flash called 
inspiration. 
He knew soccer inside out - and that included what went on 
between 
turnstile and touchline. Occasionally he had briefly 
mentioned the 
growing menace of football hooliganism. Why not, he 
thought at that 
stage, conduct a campaign to clean up the terraces? 


He finished his drink and poured another. 


The article required a title. He stubbed the cigarette in an 
ashtray, 
closed his eyes and visualised. 


TERRACE TERRORS... 
SKINHEADS AT WORK... 
SATURDAY’S CHILDREN... 
THE HIGH AND THE DEADLY... 


He swore, lit another cigarette and downed his drink. He 
could 
always leave the title to an editor. They got paid for such 
things. 


"PII get the bloody thing if it kills me," he snarled aloud. 


Minutes ticked into history and smoke curled like blue-grey 
wreaths 
around his head. The harder he thought the worse his 
efforts 
became. He remembered a former editor telling him: "Don’t 
write 
a word until you’ve got a working title. " He wished now 
that he had 
heeded that advise. 


At last, in desperation, he drew the typewriter back to his 
fingers 
and inserted a fresh piece of paper. Unwittingly, he gave a 
name to 
a cult that had yet to make its debut... 


BOOT BOYS TAKE OVER 


He liked that, and freshened his glass. He knew just the 
editor for 
his masterpiece. His freelance career was off the ground. 
Only 
bigger and better successes stood between him anda 
country home 
far from this sickening mob... 

x KO 


Brian Marshall embraced skinheadism via the backdoor. 
Gangs did 
not entice him. Being classified as a drop-out had no 
appeal either. 
He had ambitions - always subject to a union rota system 
that gave 
him the willies. All things being equal, Brian concluded that 
he 
wanted more from life than fate was prepared to offer. 


When he opened his favourite weekly magazine the 
headline 
immediately attracted him. BOOT BOYS TAKE OVER. The 
name 
Victor Carlyle didn’t ring any bells but the article struck 
home - hard. 


Recent clashes between terrace terrors and registered 
supporters' club 
vigilantes must not be allowed to happen again. 


Suspicion belonged in any listing of an East Ender’s 
characteristics. 
Every generation inherited this quality and, as the struggle 
between 
law-abiding and those "outside" increased, suspicion 
gained strength. 


Brian had his full measure of suspicion. When he read: 
Plaistow 
apparently is determined to gain notoriety as a stronghold 
of 
skinheadism, he had a funny sensation in the pit of his 
stomach. 
Something in the way the article was written reminded him 
of a man 
a stranger - who had bought his drinks not more than three 
weeks 
previously. 


"Bleedin’ tout!" He flung the magazine aside and 
fleetingly 
wondered if he could get some extra cash by threatening 
the bloke. 
Surely, he thought, there’s a law against stealing another 
guy’s inside 
information! 


By evening, Brian had reached a conclusion. He needed 
more gear, 
wanted to take Joan out - and those things could costa 
packet. The 
man would pay. Even a few quid would compensate for the 
information he had given. And if he didn’t... well, there 
was a 
game called bluff! 


Fresh air in the pub was more valuable than gold dust. 
Smoke 
from countless pipes and smouldering cigarettes filled both 
bars, 
effectively helping to dull the clinging smell of cheap 
disinfectant. 
Nobody had ever asked the guvnor to list his establishment 
as a must 
on a tourist itinerary. It was unlikely anyone ever would. 


If air was precious, a sentence spoken without four-letter 
emphasis 
was enough to bring sudden silence, raised eyebrows and 
get the 
speaker an award for bravery in the face of obscenity. Even 
the two 
barmaids spoke with anatomical descriptiveness and some 
of their 
suggestions were physical impossibilities except for a 
mechanical 
engineer. 


Victor Carlyle sat in a comer, nursing his pint. The 
language didn't 
seem strange. Fleet Street had it's share of foul-mouthed 
alcoholics. 


For the past ten minutes he had been acutely aware of 
eyes fixed 


on him. Now he turned his head and smiled at the barmaid. 
Christ, she’s begging for it! 


He loved the fullness of her breasts and the way she wore 
her 
blouse so that every pint was drawn to the jiggle of those 
beauts. 


"You're the bloke..." 

He turned again and slowly studied the youth. 
"You didn't tell me you were a reporter!" 
Blast! 

"I'll have a pint!” 


Victor knew the score. Every reporter knew this score r the 
arrogant unspoken threat. He had never yielded to threats. 
In his 
book, he was quite capable of handling young thugs and, 
indeed, 
some of Soho’s heavy boys. But a career hung on a knife- 
edge called 
information. The kid had stories to tell. What the hell! If a 
pint got 
him another article for his projected series he could afford 
to bow 
the knee slightly. 


"Here’s fifty pence - bring me back the change." 
Brian sneered and scooped the coin off the table. "Big deal 


Watching the youth push through the bar-flies and lean on 
the 
counter top where the view was best, Victor considered this 
latest 
development. What had he said to give the game away? Or 
was he 


looking down his nose and expecting to find an inferior 
intelligence 
when, instead, he was actually speaking to one of equal 
perspicacity? 
He would have to walk slow and cough easy. 

The European football match had taken its toll on the 
pub’s normal 
customers. Victor was glad. He could see a lengthy debate 
looming 
as Brian advanced on him with pint clutched in hand. He 
pitied the 
wives having to put up with thirsty husbands as an excited 
commentator prejudged both teams in the midst of living 
room 
confusion and bad temper. 


"| thought you’d be home watching telly," Victor said as an 
opener. 


Brian grinned sadistically. "There’s more important things 
thana 
soccer match." 


A couple of coloured men at the bar began speaking to 
the 
barmaid. It didn’t take a race relations expert to see that 
the woman 
had no intentions of believing in race integration. 


Keeping his eyes on what could always be an explosive 
situation, 
Victor raised his glass in a mock gesture of companionship 
and said: 
"Here’s to us!" 


"Here’s to payment” Brian remarked casually. 


Victor’s eyes left the bar scene and concentrated on the 
youth. 


There was little encouragement in the gaze fastened on his 
face. 


“How much did you get for the article?" 
"That’s my business!” 


"Yeah, | guess - but | supplied the facts!" Brian jingled the 
reporter’s change and dropped it on the table. "And a pint 
ain’t 
enough, mister." 

The pressure's on, Victor thought. 

He’s going to bargain with me, Brian thought. 


Victor opened his wallet and laid two quid on the wet 
table. As far 
as the youth could tell he had another oncer in there - no 
more. The 
knack of keeping funds hidden from prying eyes came from 
drinking 
in Fleet Street. Everyone there had a habit. And for good 
reasons, 
too. In the trade being short of the ready was a daily 
disease. 


"That isn’t going to buy me a new shirt," Brian remarked 
more in 
hope than expectation. 


"| didn’t think it would," Victor replied with a go-to- 
hellness 
bordering on provocation. 


Brian reached for the money, had his palm flattened 
against the 
table by a heavy hand. 


"Listen carefully, kid," Victor snapped. "I’m damned near 
broke. 
| don’t have to pay for what you told me over a few beers 


but | will - 


because you’re more intelligent than a blackmailer..." He 
laughed 
and raised his hand. 'I’ll even spend my last oncer for more 
talk?" 

Brian recognised the question and matched Victor’s 
quickly 


changing moods. He smiled and said, with an undertone of 
defiance: 
"l'II let you but don’t count on getting another article." 


To hell with him! Victor thought angrily. He isn’t the only 
source in 
Plaistow! 


Aloud, he lowered his voice, and asked, "Do you honestly 
believe | 
got my story just from you?" 


Brian shrugged and finished his beer. "What | read - yes!" 


Victor made a decision. The balance between success and 
failure 
swung in favour of failure. He had to relent. Yield, in part. 
Not to 
the threat but to judgement. If coming clean gave him an 
inside 
track on the home straight then the whip would be there as 
an extra 
precaution should the run-in prove more difficult than 
anticipated. 


"Get us a couple more, eh?" He slid the rest of his fifty 
pence at 
Brian, "I’ve something important to tell you..." He left it 
hanging 
on the cliff of curiosity. 


Alone, watching the antics of the barmaid, matching her 
suggestiveness with smiles and raised eyebrows, he 
considered the 
pro’s and con’s of revealment. Experience in handling all 
types of 
people surely gave him an advantage. He was reminded of 
what 
another reporter had once said: Looking down one’s nose 
can cause 
one to trip on superior intelligence. He had not yet made 
that fatal 
error. He liked to believe his was a superior intelligence but 
in the 
weighing up he could honestly accept that some I.Q.s were 
damned 
near the equal of his own. A man didn’t have to possess a 
string of 
degrees nor have attended Oxford to be fox-clever. Native 
cunning 
counted much more than education in quite a few cases he 
had 
handled. 


Of late, he had taken knocks to his inflated ego. Like those 
novels 
that had been rejected. Like being fired. At the moment he 
rode a 
wave’s crest with these articles. And he was bloody well 
determined 
to keep surfing on high. Nobody could topple him a second 
time. 
Not an editor. Not this kid, especially. He had to have more 
data 
on hoodlums. He would get it, regardless! 


Brian returned. Slopping beer on the table he sunk on to 
the chair 


and studied the reporter’s face. He disliked the hunger in 
those eyes, 
the hardness around the mouth. It was a face belonging to 
a special 
class - one that could not be shocked by depravity nor 
criminal 
activity. The eyes held the wisdom of the underworld, the 
longing for 
power and fame. 

Two bleedin' quid! 

"What is important?" Brian asked. 

Victor smiled distantly. "Before | divulge my information 
let’s 
Suppose you level with me, eh?" 

Brian was puzzled. He sipped his beer, stayed silent. 


That was put badly, Victor thought. Aloud, he said: "Do 
you 
belong to a mob?" 


"No!" 
"But you’re a skinhead?" 
"Yes!" 


Christ, he’s forcing me to drag every bloody answer from 
him! 

Trying to hide his bitterness, Victor started afresh. "You’re 
old 
enough to work - what's your job?" 


Brian set his pint on the table and relaxed. This couldn’t 
stand in 
the route of his road to wealth. When Mary had poured their 
beers 
he had devoted the time to working out the problem of this 
reporter’s 


desire to withhold payment for services rendered. His ace- 
in-the-hole 
had to be intimate knowledge concerning skinheads. Once 
he blew 
the gaff he was at the man’s mercy and he didn’t exactly 
fancy a mere 
two quid for all he could tell. Now, he expanded... 

'"I’m an electronics inspector. It’s my job to make sure 
everything’s 
shipshape." He felt proud of his position. 

"Hey that takes brains," Victor said without knowing the 
first thing 
about the job. 


"You’ve got to know what you’re doing," Brian admitted. 

"Do you work shifts and Saturdays?" 

"Naw - I’m on straight days." 

"| suppose that suits the girlfriend?" 

Brian smiled faintly. "I don’t know - tonight’s my first date 
with 
her." 

Nodding, Victor showed that all his chatter meant nothing 
by 
leaning back and idly contemplating the barmaid’s obvious 
charms - 
both of them as she wiped the bar top. He got a cigarette 
going 
before again turning his attention oh Brian. 

"What team do you support?" 

Brian felt comfortable, at ease. He still figured the danger 
Signal 
had yet to be hoisted. "Arsenal." 


"Go often?" 


"To nearly every home game." 


"South Bank, | Suppose?" Victor grinned and blew a 
smoke-ring. 


"If it’s not overcrowded ..." 
"Fancy their chances in the Cup this year?" 
"Naw - Leeds are due!" 


Victor laughed and quaffed beer. "You’re not a very loyal 
Supporter." 


"I’m a realist,” Brian said. "Since Ball came to the team 
we've lost 
that vital spark." 


That was right up Victor’s old street. "I agree. A few 
hundred 
thousand can undermine team unity. It must be rotten 
feeling that 
a new boy is worth so much." 


Brian nodded absently. Time was getting short. He had 
about 
forty minutes before meeting Joan. If this geezer didn’t 
hurry and 
get around to talking shop he’d be out of pocket. Yet - he 
didn’t 
want to push. He had to play wait-and-see... 

Victor caught the youth’s impatience and hid a grin. He 
was within 
sight of his particular goal. Anxiety often gave way toa 
loose tongue. 


"Don’t you get uptight when the team’s off-form?" 
Brian shrugged. "I Suppose..." 

"Which is worse - a slow game or a fast one?" 
Brian queried this with raised eyebrows. 


"| found there were more fights when the game sizzled," 
Victor 
remarked casually. "Tempers getting riled and the like." 


"Naw- any time they want aggro our lads give it to them." 
"Them meaning the opposing team’s supporters, eh?" 
"Anybody not with us!" 

"Have you ever been in a big battle?" 


Brian slowly stiffened. "I told you about that last time," he 
said 
deliberately. "For two quid!" 

Victor had met his match! This kid wasn’t dumb. In fact, 
he was 
downright cagey along with that mercenary streak. "How 
much?" 


"A fiver?" 
"When you deliver..." 


Brian felt he had to trust the bloke. He could do with five 
quid on 
top of .. . He frowned. "That’s another fiver, isn’t it?" 


A quick calculation showed a healthy profit. If the 
information 
wasn’t up to scratch he could always claim so and pay off 
with a 
lesser amount. Victor nodded and said: "Agreed. But | warn 
you - 
it’s got to be good material." 

"That depends on the questions you ask, doesn’t it?" Brian 
smiled. 

"Your round," Victor said pointedly. "And l'II have a Scotch 
with 
ginger!" 


Brian didn’t object. Not even to the change of drink. He 
pointed 
at an old clock peering pale-faced from behind the smoke 
wall filling 
the pub. "Thirty minutes! That’s the limit." 


The fiver nestled alongside the two oncers. They all 
belonged to 
him now. Much as he wanted to celebrate, the thought of 
gear 
quickly thrust rash spending from his mind. Gear was most 
important. Without gear a guy might as well be a bleedin’ 
monk. No 
bird worth her salt wanted a bloke dressed like some of 
those City 
characters. 


Joan was waiting outside the Odeon. His pulse rate 
quickened. 
God, she was delicious. He could hardly wait to get inside 
where the 
darkness would cover his furtive gropings. If he had been 
kissed by 
Lady Luck that morning when he awoke, there might even 
be the 
chance of a quick bash before they parted. 


There was no hesitancy when she took his hand and said, 
"You're 
early, | like that." 


"Yeah," he said, gazing in admiration at his brand new Dr 
Martens’ 
boots. Ninety bobs worth of courage and individuality. He 
hoped 
she'd notice them. 


"Vincent Price’s in the big picture," she said. "I dig him, 
don’t you?" 


He laughed. It sounded funny hearing Vincent Price 
mentioned 
alongside dig - that’s what he usually did... dig a few 


graves per 
epic. 

"What’s funny?" 

"Nothing ..." He entered the foyer and frowned. The 
doorman 


recognised him instantly and started moving. Just when 
Brian had 

convinced himself that trouble came in a gaudy uniform the 
man 

halted, shrugged and returned to his post. 


Joan caught the interplay of expressions between the two. 
"He 
looked nasty there." 


‘"Bleedin’ bastard!" Brian took a oncer from his pocket 
and went 
straight to the cashier. "He tossed me out once." 


Joan felt a slight tremor of excitement course through her 
veins. 
"An aggro? Inhere?” 


"Yeah ...” Brian didn’t want to discuss the affair. It didn’t 
pay to 
advertise the fact that he’d been apprehended and given a 
fine for 
creating an affray. 


The doorman glared but accepted their tickets. Once 
inside the 
darkened cinema, Brian began peering along the back 
rows. 


"Let’s go further down," Joan said, tugging at his sleeve. 


Brian swore to himself. Blood red colour invaded the large 
screen 
giving the audience an unearthly glow. Exactly how / feel, 
thought 
Brian as he controlled his rage. Outwardly, he followed 
Joan, trying 
desperately to maintain his cool. It wouldn’t do to 
antagonise her so 
early in their liaison. 


Fortunately, the seats were smack in the middle of a row 
and their 
nearest neighbours were some distance away. Not that 
Brian gave a 
damn about what people saw. But he had to be careful in 
this bloody 
cinema. If that doorman got the opportunity he’d call the 
fuzz and 
it could mean another court appearance. 


Vincent Price laughed and rubbed his hands on a bloody 
rag. In 
the background a shrouded figure moved menacingly. 


"He gives me the chills," Joan whispered. 


Brian opened his sheepskin in reply and draped an arm 
around her 
shoulders. She snuggled as best she could with an armrest 
separating 
them. 


"You've been drinking," she accused, sniffing his breath. 


"A few beers...” His free hand moved down to her knee 
and 
rested lightly there. 


"| could go for one!" 


"We'll be out before they shut," Brian told her. His hand 
slid 
under her skirt. She wore tights and he felt the urge to rip 
the 
damned things off. He hated tights. They stopped many a 
grope 
from becoming a poke. 

Joan half-twisted to bring her body around - forward - to 
his hand. 
A little sigh escaped her lips but she kept her eyes glued to 
the 
screen. 


For a fraction of a second Brian placed his hand over her 
crotch 
then quickly brought the hand from between her thighs and 
shot it 
under her jumper. He had laid his claim without getting an 
objection. That, for him, was all the encouragement a bloke 
needed. 
Tonight would end in a blazing climax... 


Joan waved to two birds sitting at a table and told her 
escort, "I'll 
have cod and chips ..." She began walking towards the 
girls but his 
hand on her arm brought her to a complete halt. Her eyes 
flashed, 
her face flushed gently. 


"Stay with me," Brian ordered. 
"Christ, must | hold your hand?" 


Quickly his gaze swept the chipper’s backroom. He didn’t 
care for 
the yobbos loitering in the comer. Nor for the birds Joan 
knew. It 
had been a mistake coming here straight from the pub. 
Once closing 
time arrived this chipper substituted for those hellbent on 
bovver or 
an assignation. 


Joan caught his concern. Mob rule, mob aggro were no 
strangers 
to her. Until Brian’s intervention down in Brighton she had 
belonged 
to a mob. Now, realisation of their aloneness gave her an 
uneasy 
sensation deep down in her belly. 


"Okay - l'Il wait with you!" She smiled reassurance. 


Brian exhaled air fast. He hadn’t allowed himself the 
luxury of 
relaxation since leaving that reporter. All during the film 
show his 
nerves had stretched taut as he kept priming Joan for what 
was so 
close to fruition now. After they ate their fish and chips... 


A queue formed behind them. Old biddies, lecherous old 
men, 
young punks in pairs and foursomes. None of them wore 
Skinhead 
regalia. That, at least, lessened the chances of a blow-up. 
Joan 
didn’t want aggravation tonight. She was too uptight to 
permit her 


senses free reign in a battle royal. In all the times she had 
watched 

a horror movie she had never yet known such a distraction 
as Brian. 

Not once had his hands been still. Always at her - groping, 
tugging, 

tweaking, probing like crazy and whispering hot, crude 
sayings to 

excite her further. 


The smell of over-sweet perfume rode across the grease. 
A blonde 
wearing an imitation leopard skin coat pushed past the 
queue and 
swayed against the counter. "Rock an’ chips twice," she 
slurred. 


"Back of the line, missus,” Brian snapped. 
The woman glared down her long nose. "Trassssssh!” 


Joan felt her hands form fists and she stepped forward. 
The blonde 
soared above her in height but that didn’t deter Joan. 


"No bovver, Joan!" 


The blonde laughed with head thrown back, arm flashing 
out to 
push at Joan’s breasts. "Silly li’l bitch!” 


Joan’s toe found it’s target - right between the brassy 
blonde’s 
thighs. As the woman doubled, Joan landed a beautiful right 
to her 
long nose. "I'll bitch you..." 


"Sammm...” the blonde screamed as her features 
contorted in 
agony. 


An explosion erupted in Brian’s head. Blind, red rage took 
control 
of his muscles and his clenched fist bounced off the 
blonde’s jaw. 


Her eyes glazed but he didn't notice. Like a prize-fighter 
gone 
berserk he attacked, slamming her back against a table, 
hitting, 
bruising, battering as she slowly sank to her knees. Even 
then the 
viciousness erupting within him could not be checked. He 
swung to 
the cue of Joan's warning yell, his toe smashing into an ugly 
brute's 
guts, a fist catching the other full in the face. Stepping out 
of range 
of the man’s flaying arms he landed his brand new boots 
where 
manhood had no protection. 


He felt terrific. The unleashing of jungle emotions did 
something 
wonderful for his starved system. The sight of Joan crashing 
a 
ketchup bottle over the man’s square head only served to 
increase the 
need for more violence. 


"Police ... get the police!" a frightened Maltese called 
from the 
safety of the fish counter. 


The yobbos in the comer whooped and stamped 
encouragement. 


Brian inched forward, feet ready, fists cocked. For a 
minute he 
thought the man was indestructable. Then, tomato ketchup 


streaming 

down his face thicker than the blood from his head wound, 
the man 

collapsed. 


“Bastard!” Brian grunted, Dr. Martens’ thudding off ribs 
and belly. 


"Let’s go," Joan said pulling at him. 

"One more..." He aimed, felt the soft guy yield to the 
vicious 
kick. 

"Enough..." 


He shook off her hand and moved to the door. He enjoyed 
the 
apprehension of those old faces as the pub-crawlers 
huddled back 
against the counter. No involvement seemed to be their 
motto. 


"Jeeze, we didn’t get our fish," Joan complained as she 
joined him 
crossing the Barking Road. 

He laughed and patted her arse. "You're alright." 


"You bleedin’ battered that bitch," she replied with 
admiration 
shining in her eyes. 


"I’ve never done a woman before," he admitted. 
"You bloody have... but the other way!" 


His hand grasped her arm so hard she wanted to yell. He 
pulled 
her down a lane flanked by high garden walls. When they 
reached 
mid-point he pressed her against one wall and started 


feeling her 
breasts. 


"Not here..." 


He didn’t speak. He unhooked her bra, brought his mouth 
down 
as his fingers began to coil inside her tights - from the top! 


"No!" She fought with him. Another time and she wouldn’t 
have 
minded. Somehow, tonight, she didn’t want to indulge all 
her 
passions in one glorious non-stop voyage. 


She grunted and stopped clawing at him. That gave him 
his chance 
and he ripped her clothes down her thighs with deadly 
ease. A cold 
night air attacked her and she shuddered. He mistook this 
for 
consent... 


"You bastard!" She felt the heat of him clamouring for 
comfort. 
She couldn’t remember when or how he had unzipped 
himself but 
there was no mistaking that contact. "Not like this..." she 
wailed. 


In those priceless seconds before he mounted her, Brian 
thought 
Bleedin' knee-trembler.. . and, suddenly, her flesh held him 
in a vice, 
her new found desire a seething, boiling mass which could 
not be 
denied... 


CHAPTER TEN 


FOR a family able to trace its tree back to Norman days, 
Joyce 
Gardner’s parents had suffered every misfortune possible. 
Over fifty 
years, a series of bad marriages and unsecured 
investments had 
decimated the fortune they had once possessed. By the 
time Joyce 
was Slapped into this world her parents had descended into 
middle- 
class surburbia in Manor Park. 


Now, Joyce remained to witness the final comedown. The 
house 
that had been regarded as a respectable home passed out 
of their 
hands and gave shelter to a bunch of foreigners. 


Youngest of ten children, Joyce was what is commonly 
called a 
“winter child". Born when her mother had already reached 
her forty 
seventh birthday, Joyce had no chance of enjoying true 
parental love. 
Her father’s death left the family in dire straits. Her 
mother’s death 
a year later made her dependant on the graces of a 
brother-in-law. 
And from this Joyce discovered the facts of life on the eve 
of her 
fourteenth birthday. 


| had heard the whole sad story at least six times. While | 
honestly 
sympathised with Joyce | had reached the point where 
crying after 
milk already down the gutter did not appeal. 


Brian had doubts about the veracity of Joyce’s tale. The 
more | 
listened to her account the more inclined | was to side with 
my 
husband. Somehow, Joyce spoke with practised authority 
on the 
subject and never once varied her telling. 


Frankly, | didn’t give a damn if she had seduced her 
brother-in-law 
as Brian suspected. She was a bloody good friend to me 
and not half 
as bad as some of our crowd tried to paint her. 


Of all the girls we normally met during our visits to discos 
and 
dances and concerts featuring soul or reggae, Joyce was 
the one | 
liked best. That was why she always had a welcome when 
she chose 
to pop in for a cuppa or sit and watch telly with us. 


| should have associated her story with Brian’s increasing 
interest 
in underground papers. 1 didn’t. In many ways | guess | am 
naive. 
If something is straightforward or outright crooked | am 
fine. But 
get me into contact with expert con-men or women and I’m 


a 
helpless sucker. 


Joyce stood five-seven in her stockinged feet. She had the 
figure of 
a marble statue - perfectly carved and as cold ... or so 
some of the 
blokes said after dating her. That | didn’t believe. Joyce 
seldom, if 
ever refused invitations to indulge in those pleasures we 
both agreed 
were basic to a thorough enjoyment of life. 


For me, the one feature | could not take was her mouth. 
When she 
had lipstick on she looked fantastic - oval-shaped face, 
large 
expressive brown eyes, long eyelashes batting like fury, 
dark brown 
hair soft as the sun, especially so when she wore a 
revealing jumper 
and shortish skirt. But with the lipstick wiped off her mouth 
her 
whole expression was altered. It was a thin-lipped mouth 
tending to 
curl down at the comers. Instead of being effervescent she 
suddenly 
went through a horror-movie transformation and took on 
the role of 
Vampira. 


It was Wednesday and Callan was on telly. | worshipped 
Callan. 
He was fabulous. A sex-pot. A real he-man. God, how I’d 
have 
done whatever he wanted metodo... 


| suppose Joyce had guessed my absorption in Callan. 
Even the 
commercials couldn’t tear my eyes off the screen. All my 
attention 


remained fixed on the telly so that | wouldn’t miss a single 
second of 
my hero. 


Joyce came about seven o’clock. She had a bottle of wine, 
another 
of gin and a large tin of orange juice. She wore a sweater 
with hands 
splayed across the breasts, the shortest skirt I'd ever seen 
her wear, 


high-heeled shoes and a loose-fitting fun-fur coat. 
"Christ, what’s this?" | asked in surprise when she posed 


for my 
inspection. 
"Like?" Her voice had a husk | envied. 
"No! It isn’t us..." She knew what I meant. If she 


professed to 
be a suedehead then she should always dress as one. 


Brian entered the kitchen and whistled. His eyes stayed on 
those 
painted hands on her sweater. 

"Take off, rapist," Joyce laughed. 

"Are they real?" Brian asked. 

"If Joan doesn’t object you can find out..." Her eyes 


dared me 
to say the necessary words. 


"I couldn’t," Brian cut in before | had a chance to make an 
invitation. 


| should have been brimful of pride. | wasn’t. The words 
rang 
false somehow. 


"Hope you don’t mind me dropping in," Joyce said. 


"Hell no!" Brian replied quickly. 
"Just in time to help me with the bloody dishes," | said. 


Joyce rolled her eyes and laughed: "Fine. . . every guest 
deserves 
a tea-cloth in her hands." 


| thought Brian was about to offer an escape and | stared 
at him. 
Sheepishly, he retreated. That left Joyce bubbling over. She 
had 
something to tell me... 


"| got such a shock today," she began immediately. "This 
bastard | 
used to go with.. 


"Which bastard?" | asked out of curiosity. | hate trying to 
guess 
names in the middle of a story. 


Joyce rolled her eyes, grabbed the tea-cloth and a plate. 
“Norman 
Johnson..." 


"Oh, him!" Now | understood why she called him "this 
bastard". 
He was! | washed dishes furiously. If | finished fast | could 
hear the 
yam without having my attentions distracted. Maybe she 
could dry 
and think -1 couldn't. 


"| was getting off the Forest Gate bus," she continued. 
"Mind you, 
nobody had paid my fare let alone speak tome..." 


| laughed. "Christ, Joyce - do you expect men to pay your 
fares?" 


"Bloody right | do!" She sounded annoyed. 


"I wonder whatever happened to Women’s Lib?" 


"To hell with that lark! | like being treated with a certain 
respect!" 


Suddenly, | was listening to the cries of just any girl. Joyce 
didn’t 
belong in suedehead company. She belonged to another 
era, another 
class-conscious set. She wanted knights in armour riding 
herd on her 
selfish commands. Standing aloof and alone wasn’t her 
Cuppa. And 
that gave me a peculiar feeling in my belly. What did she 
want with 
us? It couldn’t be companionship of those having the same 
motivations, the same ideals. It had to be something 
Strictly personal. 
Like maybe, my man! 


Oh, boy - was she ever in for a bleedin’ shock! 


One thing | don’t accept is another female moving in on 
territory. I’m like a ferocious wolfhound. A super violent 
ce her offsprings. Only, with me, the offspring had 
ae Until that day, my man would do as the object of my 
jealousy. 


"Sorry, Joyce," | apologised with reservations. "Continue 


“Where was I? Oh, yes - | was getting off the bus when 
Norman 
got up from the seat behind me and seized my arm. "Hello, 
Joyce," 
he said. "How about a drink?" 


| had finished the dishes and placed my bottom against 
the wall as 
she carelessly smeared the cloth across each item. She had 
as much 
intention of helping as the man in the moon had of showing 
himself 
to a pair of astronauts. Typical of her, | thought. Now that 
my eyes 
were opened | could see other occasions When she had 
performed in 
a similar manner. 


She talked on and on... on and on... driving me crazy. 
What it 
boiled down to was that Norman Johnson had tried - 
unsuccessfully 
to invite her up to his palatial (?) flat and lay her. The way 
she told 
the story though, one would never have supposed she had 
lost her 
virginity nor never been an active member of a gangbang. | 
knew 
differently. In fact, | distinctly recalled one occasion when 
Joyce 
Gardner had been the prime mover of an orgy to beat all 
orgies. 


What Joyce didn’t realise was that | had been there the 
night she 
had really let her hair - and knickers - down. That was my 
little 
secret. Even Brian had not managed to pry the information 
out of 
me. 


" .. so he trotted off in a huff," she finished. 


"You missed a golden opportunity," 1 said maliciously. 
"Norman’s 
quite a man!" 


"He’s bent," she exploded. "The things he wants a girl to 
do se a 
She shuddered dramatically. "God, he makes me sick." 


The bloody kitchen was giving me the willies. | risked a 
showdown. 
“Let’s go into the living room. Brian will be wondering what 
on earth 
we're discussing." 


"Don’t tell him!" Joyce said, with eyes rolling. 
"I won't!" That promise | could keep. 


Brian hooked his legs off the chair arm and smiled. "About 
time 
you two got finished." 

"Joyce was telling me about something that happened 
today..." 


"What?" he asked, all ears. 


Joyce glared at me. | laughed, pointed at a chair slightly to 
the left 
- and behind - of Brian. "Nothing for you to hear!" | found 
my most 
mysterious voice, "Girl problems, naturally!" 


That got his hormones working overtime. Curiosity 
crinkled his 
forehead into furrows and it was all he could do to separate 
joy and 
despair. 


Joyce - bless her evil heart - laughed. "It wasn’t anything 
bad, 
Brian." 


"Who said it was?" | asked as | switched on the telly. The 
very fact 
Brian had sat watching a blank screen strengthened my 
suspicions. 

"You forgot the bottles," Joyce said pointedly. 


God, | could have killed the bitch. Not that | wanted to 
leave them 


alone - but... 

The murmur of voices got to me. | found glasses, the 
bloody 
bottles and a corkscrew. That gave me some satisfaction. If 
only 


Joyce would drink too much and pass out .. . No, sadism 
wasn't one. 
of my pleasures. 


"... ything without having the verbal battle start!" Brian 
was 
saying as | re-entered the living room. 


Joyce made no attempt to hide her venomous glee when 
she 
realised I’d overheard even just a part of what had been 
said. | 
didn’t fall into a trap. | opened my mouth, thought better 
about 
starting a rumpus and placed the booze on the coffee table. 


Coffee table... that was a laugh, too. Cheap, gaudy, 
bought in 
Brighton for about fifteen bob. It did a job, though. Anything 
grander in this lousy flat would have been out of place. 


"Ah..." Brian chortled and immediately opened the wine. 
Speed 
came naturally and in less than the opening bars of a 


Rolling Stone 
record we had our drinks. 


| hadn’t got a written confession from Joyce yet | was 
absolutely 
sure - Brian had been so right about her. As we raised 
glasses ina 


toast to friendship | was thinking: This is a battle to the 
bloody finish! 
Every hold counted! Every punch legit! 


No doubt about it -1 was fighting for my marriage. Brian 
had eyes 
for her and a blind man could see precisely what areas he 
concentrated on. Joyce did not hide a bleedin’ thing. She 
deliberately provoked us both - for different reasons. 


My gin tasted stronger than I normally liked it. Brian drunk 
his 
faster than usual. Joyce - damn her soul - sipped and 
preyed on 
sensuality. 


Man, this is going to be some night, | thought. | needed 
Callan in 
the room, not on the telly. 


Joyce had a joke to tell us. She placed her drink on the 
floor, did 
a subtle floating rearrangement of her body in the chair 
and, in the 
process, almost knocked poor Brian’s eyes out by 
displaying more tit 
and thigh than a brass in a Soho strip-club. 

| distinctly remember hearing the joke but for the life of 
me | 
couldn't remember the punchline a second later. Something 
about 


two queers going to a call-girl’s birthday party and ending 
up with the 

wrong end of the stick. Something like that. It wasn’t very 
funny, 

anyway. Not to me. But Brian laughed his bleedin’ head off. 


And that got me wild! 


Cade’s County had another ten minutes to run. Callan 
came next. 
For once, | thought, Ca//an can wait! Funny how things work 
out. 
Until tonight, Joyce had been my friend. A like-soul. Yet, in 
the 
space of one visit all that had changed. We were mortal 
enemies 
now. | still can’t see what prompted her to embark on 
collision 
course. Maybe it resulted from an inner frustration or just 
sheer 
bitchiness coming to the fore. Whatever her secret reason, 
there she 
was - seated in one of my chairs trying to entice my 
husband to her 
pad. Or, and 1 got the shakes thinking this, should that 
have been my 
pad? 

Nobody has ever bothered to trace my family tree. Maybe 
I’m 
related to some Saxon king. Probably not. More likely we 
descended from scrubbers and hellions. But one thing | 
knew, no 
matter where we came from, any one of us could take ona 
bloody 
Norman bastard and make him - or her - beg for mercy! 


And that was my intention... 


The commercials fought us for air time. Brian seemed 
edgy. Joyce 
appeared relaxed, content to wait until my concentration 
was directed 
on Callan before going into the final assault. 


Immediately the swinging light began to move | opened 
my attack! 


"Remember that night in Stratford, Joyce?" 


Her wine splashed over the edge of her glass. She stared 
at me, 
lost for a reply. 


Callan's theme music filled the room. 


"You didn’t know me then," 1 smiled, deliberately avoiding 
the 
credits and opening sequences of the teleplay. A second 
fight was 
taking place inside me - and | hoped my love for Edward 
Woodward 
wouldn’t weaken my resolve to batter this bitch into 
submission! 


"Stratford?" she asked in a softer husk. 


"Surely you recall that night?" | feigned surprise that 
anyone could 
have forgotten so easily. 


"I’mafraid | don’t,"she said curtly. 


A voice knifed through my brain - Callan’s! God, | 
deserved a 
medal. 


"Aren't you going to watch?" Brian asked. 


| let my eyes roam Callan’s features, loving the way he 
acted the 
hurt "minder" as Lonely got up to more of his tricks - and 


hurriedly 

turned away before the magnetic pull of that personality 
dragged me 

from my duty. 


"Not when we’ve got a visitor, Brian," | said. 
He looked at me, unable to believe his ears. 


"Joyce doesn’t really want this on," | remarked caustically 
and got 
to my feet, marched to the telly and switched it off. 
Standing there, 
blocking the fading white dot, | felt like a queen about to 
knight a 
brave subject. 


"Jesus Murphy," Brian exploded. That came from the Irish 
idiots 
he worked with, no doubt. Navvies, all. What else could you 
expect 
from them... 


"Hey..." | exclaimed as if nothing unusual had 
happened. "Let’s 
tell Brian about our rave-up.. ." 


Joyce could have murdered me. All pretence dropped from 
her and 
she glared. "I don’t think he would be interested," she said. 


"You're joking," | replied fast. "Brian is a dark horse. He 
likes his 
nookie, don’t you dear?" 


Brian shifted uneasily in his chair. The message from 
Garcia had 
finally arrived! 


"You're drunk," Joyce laughed with an underlying tension 
that 
turned a joyous occasion into a plea for amnesty. 


"I’m not yet," | told her. "Brian - another stiff one!" Then” 
laughed. "God, what am I saying..." 


The message turned sour in Brian’s expression! My 
behaviour 
patterns were well known to him. He didn’t need flares 
shooting 
high in a night sky to tell him that his wife was on the 
rampage. 
That aggro came next. And Joyce had to be the target for 
my 
invective. 

"You're bloody jealous," Brian shouted. 


That helped Joyce. She beamed. She purred and got all 
slinkily 
conscious of her attributes again. "Oh, Brian - she’s not 
jealous of 
me! How could she?" 


| smiled, "No,darling,” | said with my best television 
sarcasm, "I’m 
not jealous of you. Come on, let’s tell Brian about Stratford 


Brian poured drinks and asked: "What the hell is this 
Stratford 
business?" 


Joyce killed me with a murderous glare. "Nothing, Brian. | 
don’t 
know what she’s talking about." 

"Let’s refresh memories," | said, taking my gin and 
orange. "If | 
recall alright, we had all come back from watching that 
American 
group in Camden Town..." 


Joyce coughed, spluttered and excused herself with an 
urgent plea 
to Brian. "Sorry - went down the wrong way. Can’t we talk 
about 
something else? How about next weekend’s rave-up... ?" 


"You call that a rave-up after Stratford?" | insisted. "Brian - 
you'd 
have died seeing Joyce get us going..." 

Joyce admitted defeat and sat back in her chair. Brian kept 
his 
gaze on me, trying to fathom what | could possibly have to 
say that 
would put the mockers on his "Joyce is terrific" dream 
State.’ 


Even as | spoke, the affair assumed a reality that was 
frightening. 
| no longer talked about the past -1 lived it all over again! 
Brian and 
Joyce - in the present - ceased to exist. | was in the living 
room and 
yet, mentally, | had gone back... back ... to a day slightly 
clouded 
by events of a more serious nature... 


CHAPER ELEVEN 


"CORNY as it seems, the visitor to New York City must visit 
the 
Empire State Building, the Statue of Liberty and Radio City 
Music 
Hall. There is no avoiding these tourist traps - not if you 
really want 
to go back home and tell the folks how you saw the city in 
all it’s 
artificial glory..." 

Joan twiddled her thumbs. She didn’t want a travelogue. 
She had 
come for the music, the dancing. The group were from 
America - 
that all of them knew by now. Every number had it’s build- 
up, it’s 
pathetic intro. 

"Christ, can’t these bleedin’ Yanks play music and forget 
the flag 
waving?" Jack asked. 


"... here is a number Wayne wrote on the Staten Island 


ferry. 

Imagine the scene... New York spread like diamonds in the 
night, 

the grind of engines, people hugging the rails to catch a 
glimpse of 


our famous skyline..." 
"Shit!” Jack exclaimed. 
"Turn it up, mate! ” another strident voice yelled. 


The tall, lean guitarist brushed his lank hair back from a 
frowning 
face and grinned. "Okay ... okay! So you're all just a bunch 
of 
morons..." 


"Christ, mate... you’re askin’ to be done!" 
The guitarist stepped a foot back. 
"Play bleedin’ music,” came another call. 


Even as the lead singer stood motionless, mouth shut 
tight, the 
others burst into sound. Like a blast of winter storm belting 
through 
the hall the noise erupted in cacophonic bad temper. 


"Christ," Joan shouted as Jack grabbed her and swung her 
into a 
narrow space between two frenzied long hairs. 


Jack laughed. She knew he was laughing by his face. 
Nobody could 
hear a word. Although she was used to amplified sound this 
was 
ridiculous. Even the beat was eliminated by the vibrations 
coming 
from the multi-speakers. All they had was a quavering roar. 


Suddenly, the noise abated and the tune seeped across. 
"Yanks!" Jack snarled. 


Joan felt someone should have done something about the 
racket, 
the insult to their British intelligence. 

The singer crawled to his mike, growled the words Wayne 
had 
written on the ferry... 


"So this is a big city 


In a land without pity 

Home of the homeless and troubles galore 

Oh, shit - take me back to my own shore!" 

Joan tensed. She was not alone. It was as if a ghost had 
permeated the hall and warned the dancers that the next 
verse would 
be fatal... bring disaster in its wake. 

"Goddam, we lost it once 

To a son of a bitch of a ponce 

Called Washington... 

Hell, let’s bum the White House again 

Have ourselves some fun, my captain - 

And get it done!" 

Jack tore from Joan’s arms and bolted across the floor. He 
got lost 
in the stampede. It was as if everyone had taken umbrage 
at the 
exact same moment. They didn’t need a trans-Atlantic 
dictionary to 
understand the sneer behind the singer’s words. The build- 
up had 
been preparation enough. 

"Fuckin’ Yanks!" 

"Hairies!" 

"Boot the bastards!" 


Bouncers moved from the shadows and surged forward, 
only to 
meet a stonewall defence in mid-field. It was impossible to 
move. 


"Aggro...aggro...aggro..." 


Joan saw the girl standing on a chair, screaming as she 
tore at her 
clothes. 


"Hey..." The skinhead stopped trying to get into the job 
storming 
the stage and concentrated on what the girl was doing. His 
eyes 
bulged, his face flushed. 


The music had stopped, the amplifiers silenced. Only one 
microphone picked up sound and that was a garbled 
jibberish coming 
from the singer and his attackers. 

Joan let herself get carried on the shoulders of those 
Surging across 
the hall in the direction of the demented girl's strip-tease 
act. No 
doubt but that this bird had the blokes on her side... back 
...and 
front! 


"Christ, wouldn’t | screw ’er!" 

"What a tart!" 

"Bloody flaming hell!" 

Joan wanted to vomit. This wasn’t aggro. This was pure 
orgy. 

"Not’ere," screamed a bouncer. 


A dog barked and the mob pushed back on itself. Even the 
half 
naked girl seemed taken aback. She halted as her brassiere 
hung 
part off, part covering, her magnificent breasts. Her eyes 
narrowed 


and she surveyed her audience with haughty disdain. 


"The man says not here," she screamed. "Right, lads - | 
know 
where... follow me! " 
x KO 


Joan had to admit she didn’t need much encouragement. 
Her 
curiosity had been aroused. And, too, Jack insisted. He had 
witnessed the partial strip and - like others - wanted to 
follow it 
through to the bitter-sweet end. 


Looking at the crowd jammed into the Stratford club, Joan 
estimated that it was fifty-fifty male and female. The right 
proportions for an all-out bang. 


The girl had claimed another chair and stood above all 
heads. This 
time she had the benefit of a three-piece band backing her 
and she 
made the most of those sensual chords ... 


"I’m Joyce..." She got started again, whipping her skirt 
off. A 
few bumps and grinds brought applause. "I’m sexy...” 
She 
discarded her blouse to whistles. "I’m going to make you 
want it!" 
She twisted and gyrated and kicked off her shoes, quickly 
followed by 
her stockings. That brought the crowd to it’s feet and a 
fight 
developed over one tossed stocking. 


Joan sighed and edged back against the human wall 
forming the 
perimeter of the crowd. She could go no further. Strong 
hands 
circled her waist and a fetid breath belched into her ear... 


"Christ, you’re better than ’er!" 


The girl removed her brassiere and jiggled her tits at the 
boys. 


"Gimme a handful..." 


Joan didn’t fight. She knew the futility of trying to combat 
this 
aroused mass. One wrong word and she'd be banged for 
sure. She 
let the ape grab her breasts and tear her bra off. 


"Oi..." Joyce shouted as the noise grew louder. "Watch 
..." She 
rolled her knickers down... down... suddenly taking 
them off and 
spreading her thighs with disgusting Soho-isms adding to 
the 
obscenity of her act. 


Joan groaned. Her bloke panted, then ripped her tights 
and 
knickers down. "Jeeze...let’s..." 


Joan was human. She felt the heat of him pressing against 
her. 
Sensed the atmospheric tune-in on sex. In that one fleeting 
moment 
between being engulfed in a sexual mass she saw Joyce 
seized by the 
piano player and thrown to the platform 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


"LIES - all lies!" Joyce shouted as she came to her feet. 


Brian inched forward on his chair, eyes glued to my face. 
"What 
happened next?" he asked. 


Keeping Joyce in my sights, | laughed and said: "A bang! A 


wonderful bang! She .. ."and | pointed to emphasise the 
culprit, 

"couldn't get enough and she exhausted the group before 
begging for 


volunteers from the audience to come forward...” 


Joyce lowered her head - the first sign of guilt. "I can’t 
remember!" 


"Christ..." Brian swung on his chair and scathingly 
examined her 
lush figure. "Before Joan told me | had ideas..." 


"Like sampling a whore, eh?" | interrupted. 


"Bleedin’ right!" He poured another gin for himself, firmly 
Capped 
the bottle and placed it next to the wine and orange. "Take 
the 
bribes with you when you leave!" 


I'd lost the opening fifteen minutes of Callan, but | didn't 
givea 
damn. Joyce had vanished as a threat to my man. Although 
| had 
missed out on that final drink the pain was tolerable. | got 


the right 
channel, turned up the sound and sat back to watch... 


"What a bloody bitch! ” Brian said. 
"Shush!" 


"Callan!" His voice sounded like a school boy whispering a 
dirty 
joke to his mate. | grinned and settled back to get myself 
worked up 
into a tizzy ... 


For Brian, naturally! 


Callan was just an aphrodisiac. A turn-on for Brian's 
ultimate 
pleasure. The days of getting worked up for just any boy 
had long 
since drifted away on a passing cloud. I'd enjoyed the fun 
stage. 
Now I had the seriousness of a marriage to contend with - 
and 
believe me, that provided more than it’s fair share of thrills 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


ESSENTIALLY, bower girls tended to group with mobs. Like 
when I ran with lan and let him call me his bird. | suppose 
we were 
London's answer to the American gangster's moll. 


I'd seen every old Cagney movie on telly. | knew just how 
George 
Raft’s dame was supposed to act. Not only that -1 was 
willing to go 
further than the silver screen’s babes. They got near to a 
bedroom 
door and were faded out. Not me. Not us. We got halfway 
to the 
Point and our knickers were hanging round our ankles. 


Imagine what it would be like showing our lot on a movie 
screen. 
No censor 'would ever pass the carry-on. And that's for 
sure. 


Brian and | often discussed these possibilities after a 
session of 
telly. Brian had certain reservations - not the ones with 
Indians on 
them! He held the view that we were not much more 
permissive 
than the oldies. 


We'd been watching one of the earliest Cagney movies 
when Brian. 
snorted and said: "The bastard! Look - he's got her all 


worked up 
and he doesn’t screw the hot bitch!" 


"It’s only a film," | reminded him. 


"Film or not, it’s supposed to be true to life.” He scratched 
himself. 


"Can’t you ever watch a bird get sexy without doing that?" 
| asked. 


He laughed. "Sorry Joan. I’m a randy so-and-so!" 


"How'd you like it if | started feeling myself when Clark 
Gable 
came on?" 


He snorted. "That womaniser!" 


| jumped to my feet, grinned and sat down again. "Okay - 
he had 
a few wives. Is that a sin?" 


"How many did he have on the side?" 


| refused to be drawn into his libellous dialogue. He was 
teasing 
me, naturally. This was a vital part of sharing everything. 
And that 
included the ability to argue and make-up. 


"I’m fed up watching telly," | said. "We haven’t gone out 
for ages." 


"Don’t you think | feel the same?” 
"Why can’t we afford... .?" 


His hand came over and rested on mine, his face caught 
in the 
flickering light of a prison shoot-out. Above the cackle of 
gunfire his 
voice suddenly sounded dead - without hope. "We've 
overspent on 


gear, that’s why. You got a jacket, | bought my crombie. 
The rent’s 
two weeks behind now ...” 


"Forget it, Brian!" | slipped to the floor, rested my cheek 
on his 
thigh. "If you keep worrying you'll only make yourself sick." 


"Hell's bells, Joan!" His fingers worked through my suede- 
style 
hair. "I am sick! God, this flat doesn’t help, either. 
Sometimes | 
wish | had a forty-five - I'd hold up a bank, for sure." 


| laughed. This was more like my Brian. Even in the depths 
of 
despair he could come up with the funny. "You’d make a 
lousy 
gunman," 1 told him. 


' "Desperation makes a man do many things. Look, Joan - 
let’s sort 
out our affairs. | want to find a new place, get enough 
money behind 
us to afford three nights a week with the crowd and go to 
football 
every Saturday. This bloody dampness is beginning to get 
inside me. ” 


Nobody could have sounded more depressed than Brian 
right then. 
Cagney's voice coming from the unwatched telly grated on 
my nerves 
and | got to my feet and marched determinedly towards the 
set. 


"No, don’t switch it off," Brian called. 


Standing between him and Cagney | placed hands on hips 
and 


decided to rid myself of all those annoyances that build to a 
crucial 

outburst. "It's about time we got down and sorted out this 
mess,” | 

said firmly. "I don't want to fight you and Cagney ...” 


"Watch it," he forced a grin. "You'll get shot up the arse!" 
"Brian - be sensible." 


He spread his arms in a gesture of defeat. "Okay, turn it 
off!” 


| did. The silence almost frightened me. There we were, in 
love 
and so distant. All the things that bothered us both lay 
under a 
blanket of how-do-you-approach-thisness. | knew exactly 
how Brian 
felt, how the frustrations of his job made him miserable, 
how this flat 
only increased our dejection. We could have gone to bed, 
made love, 
fallen asleep reasonably happy. But the nightmares would 
be there. 
Larger than life. Serving to make mountains from mole hills. 


For the first time | realised how difficult it could be to 
discuss - 
openly - those problems that worry married couples. 
Although both 
parties have knowledge of the combined torments it is as if 
a door 
stood partly open and only a portion of each could squeeze 
through. 
And, usually, that portion was a bit that didn't bloody count. 
The bit 
that mattered least. 


"Say it, Joan..." 


"OK - we’ve reached a crossroad. Where do we go from 
here?" 


He scratched himself again, making me furious. 
Something on my 


face warned him and he suddenly stopped. "If only we 
could get out 
of Plaistow ..." 


"Would that solve everything?" 
"Hell, it would give us a new slant on. things!" 
"We'd still be short of cash," | warned. 


"So what? Can’t you see - this bleedin’ atmosphere is 
killing us!" 


| didn’t need a crystal ball gazer to bring that home. 
Riding on the 
Underground from Charing Cross to Barking provided the 
proof of 
how areas could upset people. Seated in a carriage full of 
rush-hour 
travellers could be an eye-opener. A study of the faces 
almost pin- 
pointed where each would get off - and, not surprisingly, 
those with 
the most downcast expressions lived in Poplar, Plaistow and 
West 
Ham. No wonder! Slums, street dirt seldom cleared away 
overnight, 
industry belching its poisonous fumes into the air. 
Contributing 
factors, all. 


"If | got a new job," | said, 
"If | got a different job," he replied. 


We stared at one another, then slowly found humour in 
the 
Mexican stand-off and laughed. Together. 


"Very funny," Brian said. 
"Bloody pathetic," | allowed. 


"We can’t go on and on like this," he said. "Joan - isn’t 
there 
anything we can do to get out from under?" 


"Yes..." | let my thoughts run riot for a few seconds 
before 
voicing an opinion. Then: "To hell with poverty, Brian. If we 
stick 
in the mire we’re going to change into pigs. We’ve got to 
rise above 
the sounds and filth." 


"Easy said," he replied. 

"Bleedin’ hopeless!" 

His eyes showed the hurt that flooded him. 

"Sorry, "| apologised. 

"Don’t be like that.” He wiped the hurt away, giving me 
his brighter 
side. "I’m not immune to having us take a bloody chance. 
Hell, | 
Suppose anything would be better than this fuckin’ mess!" 

He was fighting now! 

Brian’s background made four-letter words part of his 
expansive 
vocabulary. He could, on occasion, match many a person 


from 
beyond the pale of East End education. 


Needless to state, 1 could swear, too. And | did. From the 
heart - 


not the book! "Shit! You’re a stupid bastard! Look, stop 
feeling 

sorry for yourself. And for crissakes don’t act jealous when | 
tell you 

how we can get out...” 


"Stein?" 

| shuddered. "Yeah..." 

"Nothing doing!" 

"Bloody hell. | won’t let him screw me!" 
"Ha-ha!" 


"You're worse than a titless cunt!" | exploded. "Listen to 
me - | 
promise him everything and we get a decent flat outside 
this area. 
He calls to collect and I threaten to bring in the fuzz. What’s 
he 
going to do?" 


"Kick your arse and throw us out on to the street!" 
"He wouldn’t dare!" 


Brian laughed sadistically. "Stein would dare anything. 
Cross him 
and he’ll have your body even if it means six months in the 
nick." 


Maybe he was right. From what I’d heard of Stem’s tactics 
he was 
ten times worse than Rachman. He didn’t run an empire 
ruled over 
by thugs but he did have a few dockers owing him favours. 
Guys 
who would bash down doors and - for a price - frighten a 
housewife 
to death until she gave into Stein’s lusts. 


"If not him, who?" | asked rebelliously. 

"Nobody," he replied down in the dumps. 

"“Couldn’t we go somewhere else - Harlow, the Midlands?" 
"Christ - that’d be worse!" 


"Hey..." | did a little dance-step. Something from the 
past came 
gushing to the fore of my brain. Something I’d thrust into 
those dark 
recesses as information | would never, never, want to 
recall. But, 
now... 


Brian looked at me in puzzlement. 

“Remember Karl Rand?" 

"Who?" He sounded overly snappy. 

| laughed. "Cut it out, | didn’t honestly have anything to do 
with 
him!" 

"That’s why you came back flushed and with your clothes 
mucked 
up!" 

"You do remember him!" 

"Bleedin’ right ..." He sat back then, laughed as triumph 


coated 
my features. 


"If you'll excuse the mention of Karl, he did have one very 
important thing to tell me - Cheltenham! That’s where he 
lived - and 
they had a bloody big suedehead clan there, he said. " 


Brian steepled his fingers and pursed his lips. "Where is 
Cheltenham anyway?" 


| shrugged. "How the hell should | know! Haven’t we got a 
map?" 


"Oh, sure...” Sarcasm dripped from his tongue. "We're 
supplied 
with everything we don’t bloody need. No - we don’t have a 
bleedin’ 
map and Cheltenham can go fry! I’m stickin’ to London.” 


Letting him sit and fume | tried to search my memory for 
a clue to 
Cheltenham’s location. | had this idea it was a long way 
from 
London - almost on the borders of Wales. Was Wales a 
hundred 
miles distant? Geography had always been one of my weak 
Subjects 
in school. Frankly, all my subjects had been weak. All they 
tried to 
teach me had gone out the same ear it had been poured 
into. 
Anything | knew had come from reading books -1 had a 
library card 
and used it to get books by Harold Robbins and Frank 
Yerby. | 
bought paperbacks too. My favourites were Richard Allen’s 
Skinhead 
and Justice For A Dead Spy by James Moffatt. That Silas 
Manners 
was fifty times better than James Bond! 


Cheltenham ... where? 


"This isn’t getting us anywhere," Brian said and got to his 
feet. "I’m 
going to bed..." 


Good luck to you, | thought. 


Alone, | retreated into the archives of my mind. It was like 
a dig 
in Egypt, with the prize another Tutankhamun discovery. 
Pushing 
aside the debris of a cluttered past, | tore at the walls 
retaining 
pertinent data. | wallowed in history, churned the muddy 
waters of 
inglorious escapades and then... finally, unearthed Karl! 


Not that he represented anything wonderful. 
Jeeze, he had been one of those - a grab and bash man! 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


ANYONE who considered Cheltenham a haven for retired 
army 
colonels and senior civil servants had another thing 
coming. With the 
advent of a permissive society, Cheltenham had yielded its 
image to 
the nationwide purging. Old buildings catering for a host of 
Times 
readers were now scheduled for demolition. Establishments 
long 
used to tilting hats and bowing knees had a new look - 
accepting the 
invasion of long-haired types as they had the frowning, 
demanding 
colonial sort. 


Scattered throughout the community - as far afield as 
Prestbury’s 
eliteness - were the seeds of revolution. Here and there die- 
hard 
hold-outs struggled to preserve something from the past - 
without 
much evident success. 


Even the shopping scene had altered. Cavendish House 
had 
competition. The youngsters went to Chelsea Girl and Peter 
Robinson. Mini-restaurants served more meals than some 
hotels, the 
Plough included. 


A walk along the Promenade with its Georgian elegance 
and 
chestnut-tree shadowed tranquility did not have the old 
feeling of 
belonging for the octogenerians. Far too many benches 
were 
occupied by drop-outs, lazy guitar-playing street 
entertainers and the 
like. 


Cheltenham had altered. 
Drastically! 


Yet, it was still the military hide-away. Not many knew that 
a vital 
Foreign Office communications centre had its headquarters 
in this 
spa-town. Nor that a top secret base for the intelligence 
service 
monitored all Iron Curtain broadcasts from within the city 
limits. 

And with all the importance it was no wonder that local 
law 
authorities should deem it right and proper to crack down 
on those 
who sowed the seeds of revolution. 


Just step out of line in Cheltenham and the police will 
crack your 
bones. 


Nobody knew better than Karl Rand. As a suedehead, he 
had been 
hounded by the local law. As an enemy of the Hell’s Angels 
he had 
knowledge of the bias afforded to their chapter. After all, 
wasn’t one 


of their leaders ex-fuzz? A feature of a Sunday People 
exposé? 


When he came to London, Karl Rand sought freedom to 
express 
himself without fear of small-minded retribution. 
x x * 


Across the caff with its drab walls and grease-clinging 
aroma, Karl 
wondered if - perhaps - he had been wise to seek friendship 
in this 
sector of London. All he could see were old biddies, sniffling 
men 
and a quartet of youths whose gear did nothing to 
encourage 
introductions. 


"Leeds were bleedin’ lucky, "an old bitch declared. 


A slovenly waitress slapped fish and chips before Karl, 
scribbled on 
a pad and laid her bill smack under his nose. Right side up - 
figures 
shouting at him. 


"Do you want the money now?" Karl asked. 
"Yus!" 


He paid, aware that Cheltenham had a lot more to offer 
than 
London. No matter how lowly the caff, at least the bill came 
figures- 
down. A hangover from another era! A small gesture to 
man’s 
ability to pay any amount without problems. 

The tomato sauce had been watered. The salt and pepper 


shakers 
had been doctored and nothing came from them. Even the 


vinegar 

had been sugared. Karl felt like a gourmet stranded on an 
island of 

cannibals. 


"That stupid bastard lost us the game..." 


Karl grinned. Personally, he had wanted Leeds to win. He’d 
watched the game ... on Match Of The Day. \f Arsenal got 
into the 
Cup Final and met Leeds he expected the score to be a one- 
nil 
victory for Leeds. 

"You can’t say that!" another voice said. 

"| bloody can and do!” 

"He’s an England player..." 

"Christ - so’s Moore and Hurst! And they’re past it!" 


"Next thing you'll tell me Sir Alf ain’t fit to manage the 
team!" 


"He isn’t! Hell, he can’t take advice..." The voice went all 
soft 
and packed with inside information. "Some of the 
sportswriters have 
been saying bleedin’ Alf doesn’t care so long as he proves 
his point! 
Christ - what’s it take to bring in wingers?" 


"Alf knows best..." 
"Alf knows bleedin’ nothing’," another voice assailed. 
"Were you invited?" asked the old biddy. 


"You haven’t been to a game in fifteen years," the new 
voice said. 
"You’re all mouth an’ no action! Jesus, a fool can tell Alf 
Ramsey 
ain’t getting results with his 1958 style of football. He 


needs wingers, 
midfield generals..." 


"Like Alan Ball..." 
"Crissakes, she’s blinded with figures!" 


"I’m for Sir Alf and England!" the woman cried. "We'll blast 
those 


bloody Germans into hell!" 


Karl grinned and paid his bill. He reckoned he’d been 
ripped off. 
The same thing in Cheltenham would have cost forty pence 
less. 
And, sad to state, the football advice would have been 
different. The 
England versus Germany game was a long way off and 
Ramsey’s 
team could still be called speculative. Certain figures were 
no doubt 
fixtures. Any student of the game knew that Sir Alf had a 
definite 
prejudice - Martin Peters for one. "Ten years ahead of 
himself" Alf 
had stated. It didn’t matter that the public reckoned Peters 
was ten 
years too late to capitalise on his type of play. In 
internationals, this 
player had shown his inability to make the grade. 


The old woman set her knife and fork down. "Alright, tell 
me the 
team you'd pick?" 

The unshaven man she opposed mashed his nosh and 
said: "Wilson 
in goal. The rest from Hunter, Marsh, Lee, Cooper, 


MacDonald, 
Channon, Summerbee, Chivers, Francis, Armstrong ..." 


"You rotten Arsenal fan!" the old woman screamed. 
"And what are you?" 

"West Ham... Bobby Moore for captain!" 

"You're fuckin’ joking, of course!" 


Fish went flying as the woman got overbearingly 
impossible. "Shit! 
Without Moore an England side isn’t worth a damn!" 


Karl’s fish tasted like cold mush. The chips had layers of 
grease. 
Nobody else appeared to notice the poor quality - least of 
all the 
proprietor. 


"Bleedin’ football," a sniffling man muttered. 


After a few mouthfuls, Karl had had enough. He got to his 
feet, 
felt the old biddy’s animosity directed on him and left the 
caff. So 
much for London’s welcome, he thought. 


Paper and dirt whirled in the gutter as he walked along 
the street. 
The entire area had a run-down dejection that showed in 
the faces of 
men standing at street comers. It was as if life had been 
found 
wanting and all hope had died many years ago. A group of 
Rockers 
roared past, exhausts spitting noise and fumes. A couple of 
Skinny 
birds eyed him speculatively and shared a private laugh as 
he 
wandered by. 


I’ve got to find somebody to talk to, he thought. But where? 


Up ahead, brighter lights burned. Car showrooms spilled 
brilliance 
across the cleaner road. He went towards them - saw where 
the road 
curved and straightened - an intersection supporting 
increased 
activity. Maybe... 


A fuzz car slowed and prowled along the kerb as he drew 
level. 
Suspicious eyes studied him from the darkened interior. He 
didn't 
give a damn! Fuzz were no panic. He’d done nothing wrong 
- yet! 

Deliberately, he stepped off the pavement and walked 
behind the 
car. That would show them what he thought about fuzz! The 
car 
stopped, waited until he reached the other pavement. He 
didn’t 
know when it moved off. He didn’t bother to look. He just 
kept 
walking... 

x KO 


The pub had live entertainment and noise belted from it 
like a 
magnet to attract those addicted to reggae. Inside, smoke 
and sound 
fought with writhing flesh for room. The bar had a two-deep 
mass 
trying to buy drinks, while the small stage held four 
musicians. 


This is my scene, Karl thought. 


"I’m skint," a voice shouted in his ear. 


Karl turned, grinning. The youth wasn’t addressing him, 
and the 
bird standing looking pathetically inadequate seemed to be 
losing 
interest in the guy. 


"You'd better hustle some bread, man," the girl told her 
escort. 


"Lend me a few quid..." 


"The girl shook her head. "Can’t!" Her eyes roved and 
found Karl. 
The expression suggested boredom, a willingness to drift 
on. 


"Christ!" The youth shrugged into the throng, tapping like 
crazy. 
From the quick head movements it was obvious he was 
going to find 
it difficult to .raise the wind. 

"Want a drink?" Karl asked the girl. 


"Sure you can afford it, man?" 


Karl, smiled. "Yeah... what’s yours?" 

"I'm tryin’ to kick Scotch... gin’s fine!" 

"Come on..." Karl seized her arm - the fleshy upper part. 
He 


didn’t intend to fight through the bar crowd only to have 
her go 

AWOL. She had all the qualifications for a bloody good 
screw, and 

she certainly didn’t try to pull away. She was about 
seventeen, 

redhead, green-eyed and built like a brick shithouse. 


"Some group", Karl said to make small talk. 


"Bloody awful!" she replied matter-of-factly. "There’s 
another one 
due - they're terrific!" 


They opened a space dead centre on the bar. Karl fumbled 
a quid 
into his hand. No use letting her see how much he had in 
his kick, 
he figured. He didn’t take her for a brass but some birds 
had the 
notion a guy from the sticks could pay for his thrills. Not 
Karl! He 
got what he wanted for nothing. 


A demented barmaid dashed back and forth dispensing 
those liquid 
joys her governor thought best to serve. Karl wasn’t 
knocking the 
establishment but his favourite brands were, apparently, on 
the 
verboten list here. He settled for gin, tonic and a large Haig 
for 
himself. 


The group souped-up an old Belamonte number and lost it 
somewhere in their anxiety to please fandom. The bird had 
been 
right - they weren’t good! 


"Bleedin’ pigs!" The girl stared at the door where two 
policemen 
stood, giving the crowd a once-over. 

"They're active down here," Karl remarked. 

"You're a stranger?" 

He poured the tonic into her glass and left the bottle ona 


table. 
They moved on... into a quieter corner. "I’mf rom 


Cheltenham," he 
admitted. 


"Where's that?" 


"Gloucestershire!" He fished cigarettes from his sheepskin. 
"Smoke?" 


"Is it grass?" 
"Regular!" 
She took one. "I prefer grass," she said. 


. Karl didn’t comment. The London scene had a lot to offer 
but it 
wasn’t exactly his cuppa. Pot had never appealed. Anyway, 
the drug 
bit was for hippies and drop-outs. 


"I blow my mind when I’ve had a few pops", the girl 
admitted. She 
pressed against him, doing things with her tongue and lips. 
"Sure you 
haven't got any grass?" 


Karl looked beyond her. Shit on her! A screw is a screw is a 
screw 
-1 don’t have to get involved with a bloody bitch who only 
thinks of 
tripping. 

"Hey, man - can’t you hear me?" 


Karl caught sight of a bird - a real, genuine suedehead. He 
smiled 
at his companion. "Fuck off!" He pushed away, hearing her 
tirade 
get lost in the crowd sound and the blare of reggae. 
KKK 


Joan waited for Brian. She felt conspicious standing 
between two 


contorting couples. It was an effort not to gyrate to the 
music. 

Nobody would have given a damn if she’d done a solo 
performance. 

Others were. 


It was early yet and the crowd they usually mixed with 
hadn’t 
arrived. She had coaxed Brian to take her out. Four nights 
in a row 
stuck before a goggle-box didn’t make for a healthy 
marriage in her 
opinion. People had to have others to converse with, to 
broaden 
horizons. What was the use of buying gear if it hung in 
Cupboards or 
lay in drawers! And, too, the telly seldom provided for their 
taste in 
music. Even Top Of The Pops had its disappointing sessions. 


"Dance?" 


Joan stared at the bloke. He looked right - suede hair, 
long- 
collared shirt, bright braces, electric green socks, Squires, 
flares and 
sheepskin. His face had the crooked smile of self- 
confidence, eyes 
flashing a warning of what he eventually wanted from a 
bird. 


Joan shrugged. Brian wouldn’t mind. He’d be at the bar for 
the 
rest of the number, anyway. She nodded, let the guy’s hand 
settle 
low down on her spine as he moved her slightly to one side. 
When 


his fingers began to probe and poke she simply removed 
the hand. 


"You come here often?" the fellow asked. 
"A few times!" 
"You alone?" 


She smiled and shocked him. "I’m with my husband - he’s 
getting 
beer!" 


It didn’t seem to do much to the guy. He pulled a face and 
asked, 
"Is he the jealous sort?" 


Joan writhed, matching his fancy steps. "Sometimes. | 
don’t do 
anything to get him annoyed!" 


"Not anything?" he swayed forward, nudged her hip with 
his and 
brushed her cheek with a wet tongue that wound up near 
her ear. 


"You're asking for the chop," she warned. 


"Maybe it’s worthwhile ..." His hand slipped under her 
Skirt and 
flicked across her thigh. 


"Cut it out!" She pulled back, glaring. 


The throng closed in on them: a swaying, sweating mass 
pushing 
them hard against one another. He was quick to take 
advantage. 
His hand jammed up between her thighs, groping madly. 
His 
breathing sounded harsh and loud in her ear. "You’d like a 
bit, 
wouldn’t you?" 


"Take your bleedin’ hand off my..." 
He seized on her hesitation. "Your what?" 


She brought her knee up and found his groin. His grunt 
amused 
her. "The opposite of that," she snapped. 


Brian balanced two beers in one fist, using the other hand 
to open 
a passage through the dancers. His eyes darted poison, his 
face set 
grim. He’d caught what she’d done. 
"Is he... ?" Brian started to talk. 
Joan pushed the bloke aside. "Nothing!" She winked. 
"That’s what | need - a bloody beer!" 


Brian was still ripe for bower. Some of the others had 
stopped 
moving, and waited expectantly for a blow-up. 

"Your husband?" the stranger asked, hands holding his 
testicles. 

"Yeah - so?" Brian snarled, conscious of the creep’s 
hostility. 

"Forget it," Joan said. "He didn’t get anywhere!" She 
tapped the 
other on the chest. "You'd better get back to where you 
came from." 

"Cheltenham," he «aid proudly. "We've got lots of suedes 
down 
there - and they don’t mind making it around." 

"What’s your name, fella?" Brian asked, still resentful. 

"Karl Rand..." 

"A bleedin’ foreigner," Joan laughed. 


"I’m British. My old man was Dutch..." 


"Go stick your finger up a dike," Brian retorted nastily. 
Turning to 
Joan he spoke loudly: "If he tries fingering you again l'Il tear 
his 
bleedin’ head off!” 

"Oh Christ!" Joan grabbed her glass and tugged Brian 
away. "You 
make me sick - | wasn’t in trouble!" 


"How come your clothes are nicked up then?" Brian 
wanted to 
know. 


"You gonna quarrel all night?” 
"Naw. but...” 


By now the stranger had melted into the crowd. Joan 
sighed and 
straightened her skirt. For just a second she allowed herself 
to 
recapture the fleeting thrill of that furtive grope. It had 
been a long 
time since a hand other than Brian’s had touched her body. 
"He 
didn’t know it from a whole in the ground”, she laughed. 
"Some 
suedehead, eh?” 


Brian glared, gulping his beer. 


"Hell!" He took her hand and squeezed it. "Okay - let’s 
find those 
late bastards..." 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


BUTCH Conway wore her best suit with the flares, a frilly 
shirt and 
a wide floral tie. She minced down the shop, stopped 
directly in 
front of me and sighed. "Joan, dawling ..." 


| wanted to laugh in her face. Those who met her in Soho 
clubs or 
Ilford pubs could never have guessed at her common 
background. 
Unfortunately for Butch -1 knew. She was born in Swete 
Street, and 
her mother had walked Whitechapel for years before 
getting married 
to her pimp. That had been after a hulking brute used his 
knife on 
her throat when she tried to roll him. Since then, Maisie 
Conway 
had stayed inside her prison-home - afraid to show that 
horrible scar 
to anyone but her immediate neighbours. Butch had not 
been 
wanted. And the result was what confronted me - the 
lesbian to beat 
all lesbians. 


"You get better looking every day, dawling,"she said. 
"Your accent is more posh," | told her. 


She twisted to make sure we weren't overheard before 
dropping 


back into the old Cockney. "God, I’m Weedin’ fed-up 
acting," she 
confessed. 


"Can’t you find a piece in Poplar then?" 
Her eyes rolled wildly. "Lord,no! Who'd want a scrubber!" 


"Nixon that, Butch..." | moved back a foot when her 
hand came 
out to sample my merchandise. 


"You appeal to me," she said. 


"You don’t!" | didn’t say it hatefully. Her "disease" wasn’t 
one of 
those to make me squirm and shy away. Providing | kept 
her outside 
grope-length | felt comfortable in her company. 


"Crissakes, I’m horny!" 
| had to laugh. "You need a real man!" 


She looked sicker than an old cow. "That’s the last 
bleedin’ thing 
| need. Any new girls in the shop?" 


"None willing to co-operate with you." 


She moved down the aisle, picking up groceries as she 
talked. | 
hadn't much to do and Simms had taken off to visit a 
supplier. "I’m 
thinking of leaving London," she said. "A friend .. ."and she 
left no 
doubt what type by shaking her arse, "has asked me to 
Share her flat 
in Bournemouth." 


Something clicked inside my head. "Are you going to give 
up your 
pad?" 


"I might... why?" 
"Brian and | are looking," | said fast. 


"Ahhhh!" She halted again, eyes racing up and down my 
body. 
"What’s it worth?" 


"Not that!" | said in anger. 

"You don’t know what you’re missing, Joan." 

"| don’t give a sod for kissing and licking." 

"Oh, you are the one!" she giggled, slapped my shoulder. 


"Butch, be serious. | won’t, and that’s final. Now, can we 
be first 
in line for your pad?" 


She shrugged and adjusted her tie. "I shouldn’t.. . You’re 
a very 
nasty girl!" 


"To hell with you!" | strode away. 

"Joan..." 

| hesitated. 

"Alright..." 

When I turned she was smiling. "Straight up?" 
She touched her thighs. "Promise!" 


* OK OK 


Brian rolled on the bed holding his stomach. Tears 
glistened in his 
eyes. "That bloody bent bitch!” he roared. "She actually 
held her 
hand on it?" 


1 was laughing, too. "Like it was her bible!” 


Loud guffaws erupted from him. "I’ve heard everything 
now!" He 


wiped tears from his eyes and sat upright. "God - what a 
bleed in’ 
female!" 


"| wonder ..." | said and burst into another set of giggles. 
Poor 
Butch - if only she knew the enjoyment we were getting 
from her 
patheticness. 


"Where’s her pad anyway?" Brian asked eventually. 
"Greenwich - near Blackheath." 
"Cor, that’s a high-priced district." 


"She’s got it made." | filled him in on what Butch had told 
me once 
we dispensed with her attempts to make me the latest 
conquest. 
"Apparently she had bedded down the old dame who owned 
the 
place. Anyway, her rent is a quid less than what we pay..." 


"You're jokin’?" 

"I’m bloody not! And .. ."I said with my nose in the air, 
"she’s got 
a loo with a black bath and gold taps!" 


"Jesus!" He seemed suitably impressed. 


"If Butch is telling the truth it’s a fantastic pad - two 
bedrooms, big 
kitchen, bathroom and separate loo and a huge living room 
with a 
breakfast nook." 


Brian got off the bed. He was buck naked and | couldn’t 
help but 
notice the red smear on his belly. That had been before | 
had told 


him about Butch - when all we’d thought about had been 
the greatest 
pleasure in the world! 


"I can’t believe it, Joan." 
"lean - Butch isn’t a liar no matter what else she is!" 


"Do you think we’ve a chance?" He scratched his 
stomach. | began 
to wonder if he had something wrong with him. Of late, he 
had 
being doing this too bloody much. 


"I’m certain she'll let us take over when she leaves ... if 
she 
leaves!" 


"That’s the bleedin’ problem, isn’t it?" 


"We could take a bus tomorrow and have a look at the 
place. 
Maybe the pair of us could convince her she should have a 
change. ” 


He pushed me back, gazing down at my nudity. His hands 
played 
with my knockers. "If she only went for the rod..." 
"You'd...?" 


"Hell, no!" He leant over me, and kissed my belly. Good 
job he 
didn’t use lipstick, too! I’ve got more than | can handle." 


"Don’t ask me to entertain her," | threatened. 


"I won't." He lay on the bed, and gathered me into his 
arms. 
Together we gazed at the damp stains on the ceilings and 
walls. "If 
we’re lucky this could be the beginning of something 
wonderful, Joan. 


| won't save anything on the deal, mind you. It'll cost 
more’n a quid 
for fares to work..." 


"Not to mention mine, eh?" 


He got up on one elbow, and gazed down at me with his 
most 
serious expression. "Christ, you’d have a new job! What’s 
the sense 
kidding ourselves - Simm ’s wouldn’t pay extra and, 
anyway, why 
bleedin’ travel that distance when you don’t like the shop!" 


"Maybe | could find a job in Deptford ...” 


"Anywhere within easy walking, "he murmured. His eyes 
lit on the 
damp again and he swore softly, kicking his legs to the 
floor. "Won't 
it be smashin’ not opening our eyes every morning to 
that!” 


* OK OK 


Once, | believe, mum and dad took me to Blackheath. 
Those kid 
memories were all | had to go by - and nothing like the 
actuality. 
Brian hadn’t been expansive. He gave me to understand he 
knew all 
about the other side of the river but | could tell, 
instinctively, that his 
knowledge of Greenwich came from mates in work. 


The address Butch had supplied belonged to a neat row of 
tall 
terrace houses .with nice gardens backing down to an 
allotment where 
countless small sheds dotted cultivated ground. All the 


houses had 

a freshly painted look of refinement - something that 
contrasted 

Sharply with our Plaistow slums. Situated on a height, each 
upper 

window had a commanding view of the surrounding 
residential area 

and, | supposed a Slice of the river, too. 


"She’s told you the wrong rent," Brian said immediately 
we entered 
the street. 


Although I didn’t argue | began to get butterflies. | 
couldn’t see 
where this compared with our tatty flat. Surely nobody 
would let one 
of these places go cheap! Not even for the love of Butch! 


Even as the door opened | knew Butch would resent Brian. 
sity Gazing at him with a you’re-only-a-man look, she made 
eet to hide animosity - and a welcome for me. Boy, did 
a on the act in an endeavour to make Brian furious. 


"Dawlin, how nice ... do come in - and bring him too!" 


She had not been expecting visitors. She wore an old shirt 
with 
sleeves furled back, a pair of grey flannels coated in paint 
and grass 
stains and men’s shoes. The living room had that moming- 
after-the- 
party despair - underwear and bottles everywhere, ash- 
trays 
overflowing with dog-ends. I was surprised to discover, 
then, that 


Butch wore feminine underwear - frilly, lacey, transparent 
little 
things. And a half-cup brassiere! 


Nobody could accuse Butch of modesty. She swept the 
room with 
a theatrical arm, and said: "Mine own - not a bleedin’ piece 
in sight!" 

Brian smiled to himself and | wanted to laugh. She didn’t 
givea 
damn who knew her current rating. 

"I’ve made up my mind," she chortled and happily kicked 
a bottle 
across the room. "I’m clearing out. This isn’t me..." She 
flung 
herself on a sofa, patted it and deliberately oggled me. "Sit 
here, 
dawling Joan." 


Brian stepped forward. "Can we have the flat?" 


Butch glared. "Hurry ... hurry... Don’t you men”, and 
she used 
the word like an oath, "ever relax?" 

"Bleedin’ hell..." Brian stalked across the room and 


stood next to 

the drawn curtains. The only available light came from the 
far end 

where the breakfast nook window rattled as a breeze blew 
the 

curtains there aside. Butch, it seemed, liked her fresh air - 
the 

window was fully opened. 


"Gawd," Butch drawled. She slowly got to her feet, patted 
my arse 
as she went around me and clattered in a desk. Papers 


went flying 

but she finally held one aloft with some triumph. "This is 
my lease. 

I’m entitled to sub-let providing | remain responsible for the 
damned 

rent. Can you two afford this?" Her eyes narrowed slightly. 


"What’s the rent?" Brian asked. 


My mental fingers were crossed as | waited for Butch to 
announce 
an outlandish figure. When she said exactly the same 
amount as 
she’d previously told me, | breathed easier. 


"It’s less than we're paying," Brian assured her. 


"In that case - you can have it! You pay me and | pay the 
landlord 


"Landlord?" | queried. 
She giggled. "My dawling Doris died, didn’t you know?" 
From over indulgence, no doubt! 


Butch caught Brian’s concern, relieved his mind. "He’s 
alright. 
Doris’s son is bent as a politician. He has his own pad in 
Eltham 
where he entertains his boyfriends!" 


"When are you leaving?" | asked, trying to sound normal 
whilst 
bottling up my impatience. 

"Tonight, dawling," she replied. "A friend is bringing a van 
this 
evening ..." She winked. "It pays to have friends with 
husbands!" 


Christ, the world ’s a crazy place! 


She was still standing by the desk and she quickly wrote 
on a clean 
Sheet of paper, chatting as she scribbled. "I’m sure you 
don’t have 
much in the way of furniture so l'Il leave mine. This will be 
my 
guarantee. There ...” She held the paper out and read: "To 
whom 
it may concern. | undertake to sub-let from Elizabeth 
Conway and 
pay my rent weekly. The furnishings remain the property of 
Elizabeth Conway and I will keep them in good repair for 
her." 


"Elizabeth?" | asked weakly. 

She glared at me. "Didn't you know?" 
T ene 

"Butch?" she asked tightly. 

| nodded. 


"Shit!" She whipped the paper before Brian, and said: 
"Sign that." 
Her eyes avoided me. | had hurt her terribly. 


"I’m sorry..." 


She forced a smile. "My own bleedin’ fault," she allowed 
generously. 


"Where do | send the rent?" Brian wanted to know. 


She examined his signature on the paper before saying. 
"To 
Bournemouth - that'll cost extra, eh?" As his mouth opened 
she held 
up an imperious hand. "Postal orders only, registered letter. 
If you 
miss one week l'Il have you out!" 


"When can we move in?" | asked without thinking. 


"Tonight - after | leave." She smiled distantly. "That should 
Suit 
you, eh? A moonlight flit ..." Her gaze moved around the 
room 
and something like sorrow fleetingly brushed her eyes. "I’ve 
enjoyed 
it here ..." She shook herself like a dog shaking water off 
its fur. 
"Pay up - rent’s due!" 


Brian looked at me in desperation. "I haven’t..." 


Butch saved our day. Our life together. "God - bleedin’ 
Plaistowites never have ready. Okay - a week in arrears!" 


"Can we have a look at the flat?" | asked to cover Brian’s 
embarrassment. 


"Bloody no!" she snapped. "You’ve got it - what more do 
you 
want?" She wore a gold wristwatch. She studied it closely. 
"Fuck 
off, you two. I’ve got to pack." 


As we walked to the front door she chuckled. "I’m a short- 
tempered bitch but I’m glad you got it, Joan dawling. Wait 
..." She 
opened a drawer in a small hall table. "Better take the keys 


Brian didn’t approve but | couldn’t have cared less. | 
grabbed her 
and kissed her on the cheek. She didn’t miss the golden 
opportunity. 
She fondled my bottom before | tore away. . 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


WHEN it came to matching the speed with which Brian 
and | 
packed our belongings and made the move to Greenwich 
only a 
South 'Vietnam retreat came close. Luckily, one of Brian’s 
mates 
owned an old battered Bedford and we made the moonlight 
in three 
separate hops. | flogged some gear to pay for the petrol 
and Brian 
agreed to work an extra shift as compensation for the 
bother. 


Butch Elizabeth Conway had gone when we arrived the 
first time. 
A note pinned to the living room door gave her 
Bournemouth 
address and ended with: "If he treats you rough l'Il take you 
in, 
Joan!" Brian tore it into small bits and then had to resalvage 
the 
damned lot to make sure of the address. Served him right 
for being 
possessively jealous. He knew | didn’t go for the A.C. 


It wasn’t until we were finally alone that we examined the 
new flat. 
And what a change! That black bath had been a Butch 
flannel. It 
was black, alright - painted by an amateur. Like the gold 
taps - 


showing signs of peeling. We didn’t care, though. From front 
door 

to bedrooms we had privacy - decent, clean, fresh. The flat 
- more 

half a house - extended over, two floors. Some of the 
partitions 

separating us from the neighbours looked thin and shaky 
but when 

Brian tested them we discovered they had been 
constructed to 

deaden sound and would stand the test of time probably 
better than 

either of us. 


Downstairs, we had the huge living room with it’s 
breakfast nook 
overlooking a small square of lawn. It was really wonderful 
looking 
out of these windows and seeing green, trees, birds floating 
in the 
sky. One of the toilets was in a cramped space between the 
kitchen 
and the staircase, and that was the only bad feature of the 
place. 
The kitchen faced the. street, came equipped with stove 
and 
refrigerator, and had enough cupboards to hold pots for a 
company 
of soldiers. It was enormous and terrific when | considered 
the 
conditions | had been cooking under in my marriage. 


Upstairs, the master bedroom looked as if Butch had held 
an orgy 
before departing. She had certainly packed in one helluva 
hurry, 


leaving items she did not want lying on the floor or on 
chairs. 


The second bedroom had fantastic views but no bed. 
Apparently 
Butch never invited guests unless they were prepared to 
play her kind 
of games. Not that it mattered. For my money she was a 
swell-egg. 
After all, she wasn't going to win awards for being the good 
Samaritan. 


Brian stood gazing across the allotments. | had gotten 
dark but 
street lights cast long rays into the orderly variety of 
growing things. 
"Wet11 never go hungry here," he said humorously. "If 
we’re broke | 
can always climb a fence and nick carrots, potatoes, 
lettuce." 


Ignoring this | asked: "Want to help me straighten the 
mess?" 


"You mean right now?" He faced me, his expression highly 
suggestive. 


"There’s a lot to do, Brian." 


“Tomorrow - you aren’t going to work!" He slowly unzipped 
his fly. 
"We've got to break in her bed..." 

| didn’t object. Maybe things didn’t rub off from one owner 
to 
another but haunted houses often made quite an 
impression on 
people hundreds of years later and I, for one, didn’t fancy 
turning 
queer for birds. | followed Brian, copying him by dropping 


clothes 
here, there and any place... 
x OK OK 


Fresh air had its advantages but after two weeks away 
from 
Plaistow | had reached the point where | actually missed 
the dirt and 
fumes. Our street was a backwater. About the only traffic 
we ever 
saw bore local store names or belonged to a moving 
company. | 
suppose the steady stream of comings and goings had 
nothing to do 
with the lack of heavy lorries or the clean, brisk breezes 
playing 
around the houses but | liked to imagine that just one other 
person 
Shared my longing for good old fashioned East End 
pollution. 


If only Brian would take me dancing in Poplar! 


Walking home from work, shopping swinging from one 
arm, | made 
a decision. Brian would have to cater to my needs. | wanted 
to meet 
our friends again. Even if we only went across the river 
every 
Saturday night | could take the isolation. And it was 
damned 
isolated. The only other young couple in the street had a 
baby, a 
labrador dog and plums in their mouths. They didn’t want 
to know 
us - and we had a mutual desire to steer clear of them. 


Once inside the flat, | walked from room to room. Nothing 
could 
alter the way | felt about the pad - | loved it. 


"Bleedin’ people!" | swore aloud. That old saying about no 
man 
being an island certainly fitted. People had to have people, 
regardless of their irritations, their cattiness. Right at that 
moment 
I'd have welcomed a verbal battle with some of the birds I’d 
hated 
most at Simms’ shop. 


| threw my uniform at the bed and climbed into a pair of 
Levi’s and 
a jumper. I’d been fortunate getting a job straight off - 
although any 
type of uniform almost drove me up the bloody walls. Me - 
Joan 
Marshall, suedehead - a bloody attendant in a bingo and 
social club. 
Christ, if | didn’t hear another "legs eleven” followed by 
whistles I'd 
die happy. 


Maybe | could have chased the blues if the regulars at the 
club had 
been in their twenties. But no! My balcony stint was the 
preserve of 
every old bitch in Greenwich and Deptford. The ones with a 
few bob 
to spend and a throatful of complaints when they didn’t win 
every 
house. Man, | could cheerfully have dropped each of them 
into the 
bleedin’ stalls one by one. 


Our caller got me, too. Not a handsome, sleekly-groomed 
smooth 
talker. Ours was probably the oldest M.C. in Britain and his 
jokes 
dated back further than the Victorian music hall. The Good 
Old 
Days had more up-to-date material than this bleeder. 


"Brian," | said when he came in from work, "we're going 
out this 
Saturday night!" 


He looked at me and shrugged. He could see there had 
been 
developments that day. We’d discussed some of the new 
problems 
we faced the previous weekend. It wasn’t as if he hadn’t an 
idea. 


"I want to meet the gang and mingle.” 

He didn’t answer. Instead, he put his hand into a pocket, 
drew out 
ten oncers and laid them on the kitchen table. 

"Where did you get those?" | asked suspiciously. 

"Abonus," he laughed. "I didn’t mention about our new 
incentive 
scheme until they paid up. That’s my share of the 
department’s 
productivity increase." 

"God, it’s groovy!" 

He went to the sink to wash his hands. | coughed and he 


frowned. 
"Must | use the bathroom?" 


"Mister Marshall..." 


“Okay!” He grinned and whacked me in passing. "I don’t 
want to 
go out this Saturday, Joan..." 


| charged after him. "We're going or else." 


"We're having a party instead." He kicked the door open 
and 
apologised at once. "Sorry, luv." 


"A party?" I’d forgotten to bawl him out for being a back- 
street 
ignoramus. Educating Brian was not the easiest of tasks. 


The noise of water cascading into the basin almost 
drowned out his 
next statement but | caught enough to jump for joy. "We'll 
invite 
some of our pals..." 

The idea appealed. Not only could 1 show off the flat, but 
those ten 
beautiful oncers would buy a lot of beer and cheese and 
crackers. 
We'd have a better time than if we’d gone to a disco. 


He backed into me, groping for a towel. "Like it?" 


"Damn bright | do!" | dashed down the hall into the 
bedroom. By 
the time he entered | had gear spread across the bed. "This 
is gonna 
be a rave-up, Brian. l'Il wear..." My eyes darted back and 
forth, 
automatically rejecting things |’d worn at our last few 
dances. My 
finger jabbed and | said, "That!" 


He nodded approval. "And I’m putting on my Al Capone 
outfit. 
Now - how about nosh? I’m starving..." 


Much as | hated getting back into domesticity | had no 
option. 
That’s what a wife is for - making meals, love and plans, in 
that 
order! 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


BRIAN heard from one of his workmates, that Joe Hawkins 
had 
been in Plaistow. That didn’t surprise either of us. What did 
though, 
was the way Joe had been treated. According to the story, 
and we 
had no reason to believe it false, all Joe’s mob had turned 
him down 
flat. 


As Brian said, "The rotten bastards deserve to have their 
balls 
kicked in!" 


Okay, so the skinhead gangs had long since broken into 
scattered 
groups and last year’s loyalties didn’t count anymore. But 
Joe had 
been a bleedin’ good leader. With out him, the Dons, Billys 
and 
Hymies would have rotted away and never known what it 
meant to 
be famous. 


Much as 1 wanted to leave word for Joe that he had a safe 
house 
with us, | realised the danger of getting involved with the 
fuzz. We'd 
done a moonlight from Plaistow. Even letting our 
suedehead friends 
have the address left us open to betrayal. Not that | figured 


one of 

them would finger us. They'd all pulled jobs and missed 
doing 

porridge by a hair’s breadth. 


Not being able to contact Joe made me uptight. 1 didn't 
owe him 
anything and we’d never been more than near neighbours, 
but | 
wanted to help. | wished | had the power to send telepathic 
messages, to tune in on his wavelength. Maybe I’m 
different from - 
other people, | don’t rightly know. But | couldn’t shake off 
the desire 
to do a good turn. 


Brian was watching telly - the one Butch had left behind. | 
hadn’t 
allowed Brian to whip our old rental. Television companies 
don’t 
forget stolen sets and their tracers are better equipped to 
find skips 
than the fuzz can locate escaped criminals. 


| had a stack of ironing waiting, a sinkful of underwear 
soaking, and 
a bleedin’ headache to boot. Nothing in the paper’s 
television line-up 
seemed worthwhile to me and | reluctantly trotted off to the 
kitchen 
and drudgery. 


In a way, the mention of Joe Hawkins brought back more 
memories. At least, thinking over the past allowed me from 
worrying 
about the thankless tasks facing me. It didn’t require 
genius to 
brandish an iron and let my brain whittle away the dreary 


moments 
as | roamed those thrilling lanes again... 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


AT first, it was the sound of a million hornets gathered 
round a 
thousand super-sensitive microphones. Then, the rush of 
angry waves 
over resisting rocks. Finally, the full-throated roar of fandom 
recognising heroic triumph. 


Highbury shook as the noise wall blasted from end to end. 
Even 
the Liverpool players seemed taken aback by the mini- 
Kop’s thunder: 
the sporting gesture of dedicated gamesmen saying "well 
done". 


Bob Wilson climbed wearily to his feet, ball cradled to his 
chest. 
The praise was his - and his alone. 


"What a bloody save!" Brian yelled. 


Joan didn’t hear. She couldn’t stop screaming. Her hands 
hurt as 
she applauded - one of thousands adding noise to sound. 


The ball slammed upfield, finding Tommy Smith. Back 
came the 
relentless Liverpool forwards. 


"Over there," Brian shouted. 


She saw the Liverpool fan crash on the terrace. Within 
seconds, the 
swaying, hollering mass surged apart. 


"It’s that bleedin’ copper," Brian told her, hand on her 
arm. He 
could feel her body vibrate and knew she was anxious to 
move 
forward. "No... stay here!" 


Joan forced herself to obey. Her gaze fixed on those boots 
driving 
... smashing... pulverising the helpless Merseysider. Now 
others 
joined in, and tools came into sight. 


Brian’s features contorted in momentary fury. For him the 
call was 
not so loud. Yet, he wanted to join in! 


Joan’s inability to refrain from being an active part of the 
aggro 
drove her into the yelling mass! She kicked, hit out - 
relentlessly 
getting closer... 


Brian saw the fuzz and pushed a frantic fan aside. His 
fingers 
curled into Joan’s coat and dragged her back. "Fuzz. . . stay 
with 
me!" He twisted making room for them to descend the 
terrace. 


Down on the field, play alternated swiftly from goal to 
goal. A gasp 
spoke of near misses, a groan of team mistakes. 


"You stupid bitch," Brian panted. "You could have been 
nicked." 


Joan's flushed face was answer enough. She didn’t give a 
damn. 
Every fibre of her being wanted to go back there and see 


what had 
happened. The heat of aggro flooded her. 


“Another two or three minutes,” Brian said, pouring oil on 
her 
excited blood. "Let’s get out before the stampede." 


Maybe, she thought, they'll have a go outside. 


Wrapping her Arsenal scarf round her neck she let Brian 
guide her 
down steps and through the turnstile. She’d have been 
willing to bet 
that Joe Hawkins and his mob were having a bloody bang- 
up 
somewhere. She couldn’t remember the fixture list but 
something 
whispered to her inner ear that West Ham were playing 
Chelsea. 
What an aggro that could be! Joe versus the bleedin’ Shed! 


One final roar drowned out the three penetrating blasts of 
the refs 
whistle. Like ants swarming around a cake, the fans shot for 
their 
exits. A relatively quiet day, only a few scattered incidents 
to bring 
another programme request for sanity on the terraces. 


Brian didn’t let her linger. She had the impression he was 
a man 
in a hurry to avoid bovver. And he was! There were more 
important 


things on his mind than a punch-up. Tonight was the night 
for him! 
He’d decided that morning. He wanted Joan to see the ring 


"What do you think?" 


Joan kept her hands in her pockets. She knew he could 
watch her 
expression in the jeweller’s shop window but facially, she 
wasn't 
reacting. The things she had to control were those hands. 
She could 
feel them shaking like crazy against her thighs. 


"Don’t you like it?" His voice sounded pleading. 


She nodded. To speak would betray the quaver coming 
from her 
heart. 


"We don’t have to get married overnight," he laughed 
brittley. 
"That’s one bloody reason for taking the pill, eh?" 


The ring caught light from a passing car’s headlights. It 
didn’t 
appear big, nor overly grand. She knew that Brian didn’t 
earn much 
more than average. Certainly nothing like the dockers. Not 
even as 
much as a printer. 


"I'd like a better one for you, Joan..." 


She tore her hands from her pockets and flung herself 
forward. 
"It’s... it’s lovely, Brian!" 


"Once we have a flat and I’m earning double what I’m 
getting l'Il 
buy a new ring," he explained. 


The words fell on deaf ears. She could remember her 
mum’s story 
of dad’s proposal and that broken promise to get a bigger 
diamond. 
It didn’t matter how small the stone, how inexpensive the 


gold. Men 

didn’t understand, really. A ring was but a bloody symbol - a 
joining. 

It said "I belong to Brian Marshall and nobody else.” Or at 
least, 

that was what it should mean. 


"We'll have to search for a flat," Brian said as he walked 
her along 
the High Street. "I won’t live with my old man and..." He 
hesitated, then smiled when she squeezed his hand. "Well, 
you 
wouldn’t want your old woman prying into our gear!!' 


"Jesus-no!” 


Once or twice she had told about her mother’s habit of 
checking 
through her possessions. Like the time when she was 
suspected of 
taking the pill. She’d had to move her heavy wardrobe and 
hide the 
box behind it. And other occasions when she’d been given 
stolen 
gear as gifts. God, she wouldn’t want to start married life 
on those 
lines. 


"| wonder what kind of pad we'll find..." 


Nothing scruffy, she thought. Nothing with poxy walls and 
stale 
cabbage oozing up from the neighbours. 


They'd reached Greengate now. She saw Joe Hawkins and 
Billy 
Endine weaving from the pub. They were after a couple of 
birds in 
mini-skirts. She recognised the girls - from her class in 


school. 

Christ, if Joe and Billy managed to catch up with them 
they'd have 

one helluva energetic session back of Centrepoint. 


"Think we should tell your old woman tonight?" 


"No, Brian!" She’d have to figure some way of breaking 
this news. 
Mum wouldn’t want her going off so soon after school- 
leaving. Mum 
wouldn’t even comprehend how it was to desperately want 
a home, 
a husband, a life apart from bickering and tattiness. "No 
.." she 
said again. "I'll tell you when..." 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


I'm uptight and nervous! I’m afraid the party won’t be a 
smash hit! 


Brian whistled as steam billowed from the bathroom. He 
hada 
tuneless type of whistle, but very occasionally, | managed 
to make out 
the number. This one was a current chart-topper, easy to 
guess. 


"Hurry up, Brian!" | called. 


"Don’t get your knickers in a twist," he yelled back. 
"We've got two 
bleedin’ hours yet." 


If only he wasn’t so unconcerned! 


For perhaps the sixth time, | went around the flat. My one 
main 
worry hinged on the furniture Butch had left in our care. | 
knew 
what this bunch could do if the beer flowed too freely. I’d 
seena 
house looking like a cyclone had rampaged through it after 
a mere 
four hours. Butch wouldn’t thank us if her precious goods 
were in 
any way damaged. 


Brian’s bonus had stretched into the makings of a 
Swinging safari. 
We had beer in party packs, pints, halfs, tins. We had 


cheese and 

crackers, saveloys and pickled onions. And we had more 
beer 

stashed away in the downstairs loo. Brian called that his 
personal 

guarantee to get a taste. 


This was my first house party. It had to be successful. 
None of our 
mates would be able to find fault with the accomodation. 
None of 
them had yet moved outside the East End rat race area. 
What 
worried me most, | Suppose, was how they'd react to no 
music. The 
telly didn’t cany our brand of entertainment. Not disco-style 
soul or 
reggae. 


| arrived outside the bedroom as Brian dried his thighs. 
"Can't we 
borrow a record player somewhere Brian?" | asked 
breathlessly. 


"Nope!" 
"Aw please..." 
He whipped the damp towel at me and | retreated hastily. 


"Forget 
it, Joan - Gordon promised to bring his." He winked. 


Now / felt tremendous! 


| even gave up trying to count the seconds or peering 
from the 
window every time a neighbour backed his car out of a 
garage. 
That’s how it can get when the bloody nerves take control. 


"How’s that?" Brian asked from behind me as the kitchen 
clock 
tried to make a liar of my resolution not to be so uptight. | 
swung 
and nodded appreciatively. He was sensational in his Al 
Capone 
gear. "Not bad, sir..." | wagged a finger under his nose. 
"Just see 
that Jill doesn’t crawl all over you once she’s had a few." 


"Jill is flat and nasal," he laughed. 


We both heard Gordon’s old banger and shot like a pair of 
startled 
grouse for the front door. Brian’s hand touched mine briefly, 
his 
eyes full of warmth. "I'd try not to show them how proud 
you are," 
he cautioned. 


“Don’t worry -1 won’t put on the dog," | replied self- 
consciously. 


Gordon stood grinning all over his silly face when the door 
opened. 
Behind him, like a hoarde of vandals ready to invade some 
princely 
stronghold, were our mates - a rare bunch indeed. 


“Come on in," Brian shouted. 
| took a deep breath, smiled to Gordon and button-holed 


Jill. 
"Wait until you see this fabulous flat..." 
In the background noise | distinctly heard Brian chuckle. 
And there 
went that promise - and the story of my life. 


THE END 


